$2.95 CAN 
$2.50 US 


2 °O 
ie 
Bn = 
ew 
-c Ss 
sO w 
uw oO a 
> 
cr w 
eo = 
me. Ul 
£060 Z 


PROTOCULTURE QDDICTS #9, Novem- 
ber 1990. The Official Robotech™ Fan 
Magazine. Published quarterly by IANVS 
DVBLICATIONS, 33, Prince Street, Suite 243, 
Montréal, Qc., Canada, H3C 2M7. TEL: (514) 
397-0342. FAX: (514) 393-9246. 


Subscription one year (4 issues): $10 CAN or $8 US. 
Available in Canada and U.S.A. only. Draw your check 
or money order to [ANVS DVBLICATIONS. Also 
available in your local comic books store. Ask for it! 
$2.95 CAN or $2.50 US each issue. 


Distribution by Action Direct, Andromeda Publications 
Ltd., L’Avenir International, Capital City Distribution, 
Diamond Comic Distributor, Friendly Frank’s, Heroes 
World, Multi-Books and Periodicals, Books Nippan, 
Second Genesis, Southern Fantasies, Styx Comics 
Service, and Wargame West. 


No part of this magazine may be reproduced without written 
permission from the Publisher. PROTOCULTURE QDDICTS 
acknowledges the studios, creators and copyright/trademark 
holders of all works and any related names and images 
mentioned or pictured in this publication, and does not seek to 
infringe on those rights. PROTOCULTURE 4DDICTS is © 1990 
[ANVS DVBLICATIONS. All rights to articles and artwork revert 
to the respective writers and artists upon publication but originals 
are not given back unless previously requested. The 
writers/contributors are responsible for their views which are not 
necessarily those of PROTOCULTURE QDDICT® or Harmony 
Gold U.S.A., Inc. 


Robotech™ is copyright © 1985 Harmony Gold U.S.A., 
Inc./Tatsunoko Production Co., Ltd. Robotech H: TheSentivels is 
copyright © 1987 Harmony Gold U.S.A. Inc. Robotech H: The 
Sentinels -- The Malcontent Uprisings is copyright © 1989 
Harmony Gold U.S.A. Inc. All rights reserved. Robotech is a 
trademark owned and licensed by Harmony Gold U.S.A., Inc. 
Harmony Gold U.S.A., Inc. owns no rights in and to the 
properties other than Robotech and Robotech Il; The Sentinels. 
Harmony Gold U.S.A. Inc. disclaim all responsibilities on those 
properties. 


The Palladium Books’ Robotech Role-Playing Game (RPG) is 
Copyright © 1983, 1984, 1985, 1986, 1987, 1988 Kevin 
Siembieda. Palladium Books is a registered trademark owned by 
Kevin Siembieda. 


ISSN 0835-9563 
Legal deposit at Bibliothéque Nationale du Canada 
Legal deposit at Bibliothéque Nationale du Québec 


Second Class Mail Registration No. 8187. POSTMAS- 
TER: Send address changes to: DROTOCULTURE 
QDDICT), 33, Prince Street, Suite 243, Montréal, Qc., 
Canada, H3C 2M7. Return Postage Guaranteed. 


STAFF 


Claude J. Pelletier 
Publisher 


Alain Dubreuil 
Editor-in-chief 


Michel Gareau 
Marketing 
Public Relation 


Jean Carriéres 
Editor 


Luong Phuc Nguyen 
Proofreading 


Winston Sorfleet 
Public Relation Assistant 
wls@doe.carleton.ca 


Yvon Mailk Jr. 
Assistant-editor 


SPECIAL THANKS 


Lynn Mooney (Harmony Gold U.S.A.) 
Kevin Siembieda (Palladium Books) 
Jerry Beck (Streamline Pictures) 
Risa Kessler (Ballantine Books) 
David Riddick (US Renditions) 
Toren Smith (Studio Proteus) 
Carl Macek 


To Jodi B. 


SPECIAL FAN FICTIONS ISSUE 


PROTOCULTURE QDDICTS #9 


FALL 1990 

EDITORIAL, by JC & AD ooo ecccccceceesneeneenene 3 
THE VOICE OF FREEDOM FIGHTERS (LETTERS) ....... 4 
FLOWER OF LIFE 

The Shaping of Protoculture, by Alain Dubreuil 6 
Uh?! (9), by Jean Carriéres & Alain Dubreuil ae he 
Lyrics (5) 9 


FANIMANGA (ANIME & MANGA) 


Interview with Streamline Pictures Staff 
Carl Macek, by Alain Dubreuil .... .. 10 


Jerry Beck, by Walter Amos 1 
News & Reviews, by YM & CJP 

PA INGWS) os cori ncieiiaicndina caleGt ae ania 30 

Robotech News 

Miscellaneous .. 

Animation 

Manga 
SHORT STORIES 
Higher Missions, by Kenneth C. Colman 15 
Casualties, by Christian Smith ......-.-----.---.--- 17 
For Bravery Under Fire..., by Jeremy Trabue 21 
FAN, ART c.-ccicsethes kee Sasser paca octane 34 
ILLUSTRATIONS 
Sylvie Bissonette .... - 22,25 
Sébastien Caisse ae 8 
Matt Collins. ........ . 36 
Alex W. Fong ..... - 26 
Alex W. Fong/Phil Moy . 34 
Michel Gareau 20 


Stéphane Gauthier 
Thomas H. _........ 
Fong Hu .... 
René Kabis .__. 
Philippe Labelle 
Jason Minor ..... 
Ken Roberts .... 
Mark Sonntag 
Don Yee 


2001 Nights (° Noboyuki Hoshino/Viz Comics) 
Battlemech - Operation Manual (Dennis Nelson; Jordan Weisman 
et al.: Batietech Center © 1990 Environmental Simulations 


Project Inc./Battletech ™ FASA Corp.) ...-.---.--.-1:ss:---s+srssreceeeseeesetesteees 31 
Crying Freeman (© Kazuo Koike & Ryoichi Ikegami/Shogakukan 

AQBQ/Viz COMICE) .---------een-seeecseeeneseeceneenneneeceenteceneeeseseseeeensneseessnentneese 33 
Dirty Pair Il: A Plague of Angets (° Haruka 

Takachiho/Eclipse/Adam Warren + Toren Smith) ...--------------------------- 33 
Horobi Part 2(™ & © Yoshihisa Tagami/Tokuma Shoten 1989/ 

Viz Comics) .....-------2-c-eceeceeeeeceseeneceeceeeeseeseensenensaneneatentaneaaeaaesseneeensenees 33 


Lost Continent (° Tokyo Sanseisha/Akihiro Yamada/Translation 
© Studio Proteus/All other material ° Eclipse Entr., Inc.) - 
Macross Perfect Memory (© Shogakukan 1983, p. 150) --.- 


PRINTED IN CANADA 


Editorial 


Well what a crazy summer it 
was for us at Protoculture Addicts! 
Putting together issues #8 and #9 
along with getting the Anime 
Shower Special] ready for a summer 
release was nothing close to what 
you would call "vacations". 


So, what does Protoculture 
Addicts #9 have to offer to you? 
First, we want to thank all of you 
who sent short stories in the last two 
years. We published a couple of 
them in issues #1, #2 and #8 but this 
#9 issue features some of the best 
fictions we had in our files. Jean 
Carriéres spent the last months 
getting in touch with the authors for 
some necessary little modifications 
in order to give their work an extra 
polish. Then, with the help of Jean, 
we can present to you this special 
short stories’ issue which is 


MICROWAV 


Fanatics can be found 
everywhere, in every aspect of our 
society. Now, it may turn out that 
you already know a few, or suspect 
you do. Some people mock them, 
some consider them a necessary 
evil, and others would think that 
“they’re cool". Maybe they are. 
Many of us consider fanatics as 
people with no brains. Not true, they 
have one, as do most human beings 
(at least those of THIS planet). 
Now, many people do not 
understand what being a fanatic is 
all about. As for so many other 
things, the only way to really 
understand what it is all about is to 
become one. In other words, it takes 
one to know one. So without further 
ado, here’s the recipe. Follow it to 
the letter. 


Step 1) You must START by 
utterly lacking self-confidence. 
Though this may seem distressing at 
first, rest assured that this is but a 
temporary situation. Fanaticism, 
once built, will remove so radically 
all traces of self-doubt that even you 
won’t realize it’s still there. 


Step 2) This is the most difficult 
and important step. Find a cause. 
Anything. If you don’t feel like it, or 
lack the motivation, ask a friend to 
provide you with one. If you are too 
shy or have no friends, simply 
watch someone you respect or 
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answering to numerous requests 
from you readers asking for more 
short stories in Protoculture Addicts. 
T hope you will enjoy those fictions 
as much as we did in selecting them 
for publication. 


The second major segment of 
this issue consists in interviews 
made both with Carl Macek and 
Jerry Beck, the men behind 
Streamline Pictures which brought 
to your theater films like Laputa 
Castle in the Sky, Twilight of the 
Cockroaches, and Akira. | met with 
Carl in August of 1989 in San 
Diego. The interview with Jerry 
Beck was done by Walter Amos at 
the end of last year, providing a lot 
of extra information on Streamline 
in addition to what Carl said to me 
in San Diego. Thanks to Walter, we 
can publish his conversation with 
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admire and pick something he/she 
believes in strongly. It doesn’t 
matter whether he/she is a fanatic or 
not, you can always convert him 
later when you’re a true believer 
yourself. But do NOT try it now. Do 
not forget that you are not that 
confident yet. Wait until you’re 
through with Step 3. 


Step 3) For the next 10-15 
years, keep telling yourself “This is 
my cause. My cause is right. | am 
my cause. I am right." Do it at least 
1 hour daily. If you’re in a rush, you 
can tape it and play it in “repeat” 
while you sleep. The effects are 
going to be devastatingly fast. 
Amaze your friends (and yourself) 
with your brand new, improved ego. 
It'll be a blast, honest. 


Step 4) This is the polishing 
part. Make your cause THE Cause. 
It’s the most important thing in the 
whole world. Nothing else matters. 
You have now attained the point 
where you will need to convert 
others and/or to be part of a group 
of followers of the Cause. Don’t 
play for keeps, do both! But be 
wary. Many hardships await you on 
the road ahead. Some will try to 
denigrate your Cause, many 
perverted minds will try to make 
you doubt its worth, many are 
waiting for you to trip and they will 
drag you down to their lowly level, 
the one at which you were before 
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Jerry Beck in these pages. You will 
find all the motives and goals 
behind Streamline exposed and I am 
sure you wil! want to support them 
even more by showing up at 
presentations of their movies at your 
nearby art theater. 


Finally, I am sure that you will 
enjoy our regular chronicles and our 
"News and Reviews" section. Look 
out for a substantial "Uh?!" chroni- 
cle on the first half of the New 
Generation. The "Uh?!" chronicle 
on Robotech will finally conclude 
with the second half of NG in next 
issue (snif!). By the way, next issue 
will also feature some fan articles 
and stuff that we accumulated in the 
last years. See you then and enjoy 
your reading! 

Alain Dubreuil 


FANATIC: a 4-Steps Recipe 


the Cause came and gave a new 
meaning to your life (remember 
Step 1?). You don’t want that to 
happen to you now, do you? Doubt 
will be your downfall so never let 
anyone tell you the Cause isn’t the 
be-all, end-all of the universe, 
because it IS. Right? RIGHT??!! If 
you even have the slightest 
hesitation at this point, go back to 
Step 3 IMMEDIATELY and do it 
some more. You must be flawless, a 
paragon of belief, a perfect defender 
of the Cause. You have 
responsibilities. People who believe 
in you expect you to answer their 
every question, to face any 
challenge, and you must be ready. 
Memorize everything you need to 
know. You are their role model. 
They look up to you. Jf ever they are 
flawed, you will be responsible for 
the consequences. Make sure such a 
thing does not happen. 


So that’s all there is to it. If you 
have nodded in agreement through 
the 4 steps, if you’ve recognized 
yourself everywhere, stop reading 
here and try having a hard look at 
yourself from an outside point of 
view, for a change. You have a 
serious problem. This article was 
making fun of you all the way. 


Jean Carriéres 
A Robotech FAN, 
not FANATIC!! 


Tre VO 


Dear Claude and Mike 


One of my biggest concerns 
right now regarding the future of 
The Sentinels, is where the real 
reasons lie for all the lethargy on the 
part of the producers in pushing this 
project to completion. I don’t 
believe that they are giving 100 
percent effort at restoring the series 
to production. There are several 
independent groups which are trying 
to persuade a few fans into action, 
but they are too few and far 
between. Myself, along with a 
friend of mine from Argentina, have 
published a bulletin intended to 
spring the average fan into writing 
letters (I have included a copy of it 
with this letter). 

What bugs me the most is that 
the networks can take a crummy 
show off the air and their fans can 
put up enough of a fuss to get it 
back on the air, but we have an 
excellent show that we can’t seem to 
restore on the air. What is the 
problem? Are we that few in 
number? I know that many of us 
have written letters to TV stations 
and the show’s producers. The TV 
stations do nothing but send back a 
form letter, stating that the 
syndicator was having "production 
problems". It’s like beating a dead 
horse! I feel that this problem needs 
deeper investigation. Your articles 
did a good job of presenting some 
surprising facts regarding the 
show’s cancellation. For instance, I 
wasn’t aware that some parents 
protested it. What fools! On the 
other hand, if the TV stations had 
aired Robotech at prime time, as 
Carl Macek recommended, we 
wouldn’t have run into this problem. 

Well, I promised myself I’d 
keep this to one page. Au revoir, 
mes amis! 

Mark A. Weiss 
New Milford, CT, USA 


Thanks for your feedback, I 
know how you feel, don’t worry. I 
appreciated your flyer about the SRT 
(Strategic Robotech Initiative) so 
much that I’ve decided to make it 
available to anyone requesting it 
and sending me a SASE. It explains 
very clearly what your goal is and 
how to achieve it. Robotech still 
needs our help. Thanks Mark. 


‘Dear Protoculture Addicts 


I’ve had a rough time of finding 
any issues of PA throughout the 
Toronto area for almost a year. PA 
is so scarce! Not even the Silver 
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Snail carries it. Only two stores I’ve 
been to have had PA, and one no 
longer receives it, while the other 
just started carrying it. Complaining 
usually only brings the answer that 
the stores are having problems with 
their distributors. I don’t know just 
who is responsible for this travesty, 
but I want to see PA available 
easily, not that you have to badger 
your local store for several months, 
like in my case. Apparently, the 
store that now carries PA should be 
able to get it regularly, according to 


_ the owner. Heh, I was the one who 


kept asking for it, but when an issue 
finally came in December (PA #6), 
it sold out completely in a week. 

I look forward to contributing in 
the future, I think I might be able to 
come up with some interesting 
things for the Veritech Log section. 
You should make a note somewhere 
in a future issue about whether 
you’ll accept file outputs from 
computer desktop publishing 
programs on disk, and if so, which 
ones. Also, you should point out 
whether you’ll accept GIF format 
pictures from computers for articles 
or as fan art, on disk. 

I love the UH!? section of PA! I 
myself have kept track of weird 
things I’ve seen in the Robotech 
episodes, but you’ve pointed out 
some that I’ve never even noticed. 
However, I’d like to challenge a few 
of your observations. 

For episode #7, where you 
wonder just how the Zentraedi came 
across the cat/mouse/fish info and 
all, I remember Exedore saying that 
they accessed Mars Base Sara’s 
computers by remote. (No 
Zentraedi was shown going into the 
base to activate the computer, so it 
had to be done this way). Just how 
they managed to retrieve the info 
though (what about security 
measures, eh?), I have no idea. I 
guess that Exedore managed to 
break into the base’s computers 
using his ship’s computers, scanned 
through all the data, and discovered 
the cat/mouse/fish thing, finding it 
interesting because it reminded him 
of the playful tactics the Micronians 
played with the Zentraedi. 

For episode #19, regarding the 
SDF-1 hovering over a city and not 
turning it into dust, you’re way off 
the mark. In episode #7, Gloval 
mentions the anti-gravity system’s 
presence has returned in the ship at 
the end. Gloval also mentions its 
presence in episode #19 itself, when 
he replies to the Earth government 
about the mass panic the SDF-1 is 
causing by hovering so closely 
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FREEDOM FIGHTERS 


above the city. (It’s interesting to 
note that as far as I can remember, 
even though Gloval mentioned in 
#19 that they had the new 
anti-gravity system, “Needing to test 
it,” the thrusters in the legs were 
aglow just the same). 

For episode #20, when you 
question how the three spies knew 
that Breetai had his command back, 
the answer is that they didn’t even 
know it was taken away! They were 
on the SDF-1 the whole time Azonia 
took over, and had no contact with 
any fellow Zentraedi whatsoever. If 
Breetai had not had his command 
reinstated, then Azonia would’ve 
recovered the spies, and the three 
would then wonder what happened 
to Breetai. That Breetai had gotten 
his command back just then is quite 
a coincidence! 

A friend of mine, Jason Low, 
runs a Robotech oriented computer 
bulletin board. He also delves into 
discussions of other japanimation 
when he can. Jason, myself, and 
others, run RPG campaigns through 
his board and others, using message 
echoes (sending messages between 
boards). That way we can get lots 
of people involved at their 
convenience. Some adjustments and 
concessions have had to be made, of 
course, but it works out very well. 

The number is (416) 683-9124. 
The board is NOT open 24 hours, 
call between 4 PM and 12 AM 
(Eastern Standard Time, of course). 
He lives in Brougham, Ontario, near 
Pickering. 

Jason runs a Sentinel campaign, 
T mun a Souther Cross one and Nick 
Itsou runs an Invid Invasion 
campaign. There are others too, but 
I consider these the best of the 
bunch. Now, I’m going to get onto 
my soapbox, and say a few things. 
As IJ and others will say a million 
times until things change, I am very 
disappointed that Robotech I: The 
Sentinels was not, and probably 
never will, be completed. Robotech 
popularity is holding, barely. What 
we need is something to rally the 
fans, and that means finishing those 
episodes. Whatever happened to the 
statement where Harmony Gold said 
they would consider resuming the 
project if the video sold well? I’m 
sure the video has been very 
successful. I, myself bought two 
copies. That no one has taken the 
intiative to help fund the project, I 
don’t understand. Robotech has so 
much better moral and entertain- 
ment value than any of the other 
cartoon junk on the tube today. 

T don’t like to refer to 


Robotech as a cartoon, either. 
Cartoons are shows for preschool 
children! Robotech is an animated 
series. It’s like a dramatic 
mini-series, only the medium they 
chose to portray the story is 
animation. Cartoons are shows like 
My Little Pony, Maxie’s World and 
other such fluff (really 30 minutes 
toy commercials). Even Who 
Framed Roger Rabbit? and the old 
Warner Bros. stuff aren’t cartoons 
in my book. 

Another thing that irks me is 
this: Robotech licensees have access 
to tapes of the Robotech episodes 
from Harmony Gold. But the fans 
don’t. This just isn’t fair! I want to 
see all the episodes of Robotech on 
video tape for sale at a reasonable 
price. (And uncut, please! Not like 
what FHE did!). Harmony Gold 
should break their contract with 
FHE; and if HBO decides to carry 
Robotech, have them produce the 
videos! HBO has a massive home 
video operation, and could assure 
that episodes of Robotech are sold 
anywhere from The Bay to Zellers. 
That would be wonderful. 

As it is, I have to put up with my 


incomplete and crummy collection 
of episodes I was lucky enough to 
tape off my TV while Robotech was 
still being broadcast. 
Till next time, 
Rod Rehn 
Brampton, Ont, Canada 


Big letter. First things first. I’m 
sorry you’ve had such a hard time 
finding PA. Hopefully, things are 
easier now. The only thing we have 
to solve now is the "late issue’ 
problem. And we’re working on it. 
Now, on to the UH!? section. I’m 
half the people in charge of the 
section. The other half is Alain. 
Whenever there’s a mistake, blame 
Alain. I’m perfect. I don’t do 
mistakes. Seriously now, I'll admit 
that you have us on. the episodes #19 
and #20 bugs. I checked on your 
allegations and you’re right. The 
anti-grav system WAS back and the 
spies DIDN’T know that Breetai had 
been replaced by Azonia and then 
reinstated. But I’m NOT going to 
agree with the explanation about 
Exedore picking that silly poem as a 
transmission. It smelled to much 
like a trap and it would’ve tipped 


Gloval on it. Truth is, I think the 
animators were bored and felt like 
doing a joke. 

I’m not sure whether your BBS 
is still running or not, your letter 
dating back to January. Still, if it is, 
I hope people are going to call and 
give ita try. Having done some 
netrunning myself, I can tell there’s 
a whole world out there that normal 
people don’t know about and the 
amount of information you can find 
there is positively incredible. So 
c’mon you guys, go to your 
computer and call NOW! 

Last thing. Come on now, don’t 
go around thinking that all 
Robotech licensees were given tapes 
by Harmony Gold. We don’t. We 
have footage because we teamed up 
back when Robotech was aired and 
woke up at 7 AM every Saturday 
and Sunday to tape them (no way we 
were going to program the machine, 
watching was too much fun). A 
typical Robotech lesson: work hard 
and you’ll eventually get what you 
want. You don’t get any fairer than 
that. 

Jean Carriéres 


THE SHAPING OF PROTOCULTURE 


CLUBS: 
New addresses: 


SFAC 
James Meier 
9135 Alexander Road 
Batavia, NY 14020 USA 


Anime X 
David Merrill 
P.O. BOX 724182 
Atlanta GA 30039-1182 
(404) 364-9773 


Southern Cross 
Chad 
3300 W. Park #1170 
Plano TX 75075 


3-WA 
Thomas Van Hook 
2900 Las Vegas Tr. #2-120 
Ft. Worth TX 76116 


The Anime Vampires 
Stephen Lin 
1741 Cloister Dr. 
Richmond VA 23233 


Space Battleship Artemis 
Mike C. Zalot 
506 Locust Ave. 
Burlington NJ 08016 


East Coast Gaming & 
Animation Society 
James Altenburg 
585 Fountain Dr. 
Toms River NJ 08753 


Animation of Nippon 
Inter-Mediary Exchange 
(A.N.1.M.E.) 
James E. Christiansen 
P.O. BOX 1462 
Los Altos CA 94022 


Anime Berkeley 
David Mou 
5412 Claremont Ave. #20 
Oakland CA 94618 


Anime San Femando Valley 
c/o Japanese Animation 
Phil Stem Admissions 
L.A. Pierce College 
6201 Winnetka Ave. 
Woodland Hills CA 91371 


Animerodo 
Jay Kubota 
1112 Mohawk St. 
Topanga CA 90290 


Argon of Cantee 
Patricia Munson-Siter 
P.O. BOX 455 
Box Elder SD 57719 


Banzai 
Dane Daering 
37 East 600 North 
Provo UT 84606 


Cal-Animage 
Terry Yeung 
Cal-Animage External Affairs 
300 Eschelman Hall 
Berkeley CA 94720 


C/FO Cleveland 
Michael Sherman 
1200 Seneca Blvd. #201 
Broadview Heights OH 44147 


C/FO Orange 
Richard Reichman 
5141 Hampshire Ave. 
Westminster CA 92683 


Club Anime West 
Maiko Lin 
892 S. Mary Ave. 
Sunnyvale CA 94087 


Fremont Animation Society 
Paul Dale 
211 Smiihwood Ave. 
Milpitas CA 95035 


Philadelphia Animation Society 


University of Minnesota 
Japanese Animation Society 
414 7th Ave. S.E. #C 306 
Minneapolis MN 55414 


Rutgers Anime 
c/o Japanese Cultural Assoc. 
Student Activities Center 
Box 60 
613 George St. 
New Bmnswick NJ 08903 


Summer Side 

Alec Orrock 
24950 Via Florecer #35 
Mission Viejo CA 92692 


Prefectural Anime Force 
Robert Hilton 
#111 McEachern Hall 
Pullman WA 99163-5291 


I wish to thank Fred Patten for 
providing those clubs addresses 
that I add to the already impressive 
list published in earlier issues. For 
more information on the Directory 
of Anime Fandom where those 
clubs were listed send a SASE to: 
The C/FO, c/o Fred Patten, 11863 
West Jefferson Blvd., Culver City, 


William Thomas III CA 90230-6322. 
1228 Spruce St. #308 


Philadelphia PA 19107 


GALAXY ENTERPRISES 
Your Canadian Suppler of Anime, Robotech, SF 
(DrWho, S.1T.,S.W., Gerry Anderson & others ) 


Model Kits, Toys, Prop Replicas, Costumes. 
OPENING SPECIAL 

The Art of Robotech Vol 1 $18.95 S&H $3.50 

T.A.0.R. Vol 2&3 each $16.95 S&H $3.50 

Buy all 3 Volumes for $47.00 S&H $4.50 

GALAXY ENTERPRISES 90/91 Catalog .....$2.00 

Canadian Res add 7% GST after Jan 1 91 

ONT res add 8% PST. Make check or Money 

order Payable to GALAXY ENTERPRISES Box 17 

RR 2, DUNNVILLE, ONT NIA 2W2, Canada. 

Mail order only, please allow at least five 

weeks for delivery. 
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NEW GENERATION () 
Episode 1 


* T always found entertaining this 
small peculiarity showing that Scott 
and friends came from Mars Base 
instead of deep space as the Mars 
Division. Perhaps it’s like when 
you’re in a Winnebago, doing a pit 
stop in a village, and somebody 
whams a sticker on your bumper. 
The REF probably stopped for a 
small tour of the Mars Base 
Museum and got the letters painted 
everywhere on their ships. 


* Yup, yet another map story. It 
seems that, from what we see, since 
the end of the Second Robotech 
War, Earth’s geography has been 
restored to what it was originally. 
We guess that the Invid Invasion 
(in 2 minutes of intense havoc and 
mayhem) has put everything back 
where it belongs. 


* "Give me a scorched Martian 
desert any day!" says Scott. So 
they WERE on Mars after all... Ha! 


* Isn’t it peculiar that Scott 
immediately recognizes rabbits, 
which are "unique" to Earth, while 
not knowing about rain, a more 
“universal” concept? 


* Admiral Hunter was “always 
speaking about rain"??? Oh? 
Really? Actually, it could be 
explained by the fact that Rick and 
Lisa sorta fell for each other during 
"A Rainy Night...". 


* Lightning?! Thunder!? Scott is 
terrified by this “terrible planet" 
that is Earth. Thanks Heaven he’s 
not from the Venus Division. 
That’d make him freak! 


* "Now, if I can remember how to 
get into the Cyclone’s battle armor, 
we’ll be ready to move out", Scott 
says, as he dons an armor 
IDENTICAL to the one he was 
wearing when he got into his 
. Alpha. REAL SHORT memory. 


* Well well well, Scott knows 
about Venus after all. “It’s almost 
as vast as Venus", he says, looking 
at a barren plain. Still, from what I 
heard, Venus isn’t vast, dry and 
barren. More like “wet" and really 
rocky with lotsa storms. A place 
with quite an “atmosphere”... 
<Grin!> 


* Scott states earlier that the 
Cyclones are new vehicles. Then 
how comes Rand can recognize one 
immediately? Pretty learned dude 
for an ordinary biker.. 


Episade 2 


* What a truck driver! Upon seeing 
Scott on his Cyclone bike, he 
immediately assumes that he might 
be from Hunter’s Earth Defense 
Expedition. Sheez! If he knows 
THAT much, how comes he 
doesn’t know Scott’s serial number 
and genetic code??? 


Episode 3 


* Once in a while an episode pops 
up where we can say nothing. This 
is one of them. Everything is fine, 
except the presence of Annie (’f 
course!). 


Episode 4 


* Rook knows about Daniel Boone? 
WOW! She’s cultured. I mean, I 
can barely remember that guy. 
Besides, considering all that has 
happened since then (two R-Tech 
Wars), | wonder where she got the 
lessons about old american history. 
The Education System can’t be 
THAT effective and make her 
remember something that kids, 
nowadays, have a hard time 
memorizing! 


* Worse yet! Scott knows about 
Tom Sawyer. How can he know 
about that when he doesn’t even 
know what rain is?! Whoever 
taught him (back in space) what he 
knows certainly confused the 
education priorities. 


* Please notice the fact that Scott 
dives and swims to the rescue of 
Rand. There’s an interesting point 
about that later. 


* Interestingly, considering the fact 
that the group is in South America 
(as indicated later), the presence of 
a Grizzly bear is unusual. Did it 
break out of a z00? 


* Lancer’s jumping and acrobatic 
abilities are incredibly amazing. Is 
he Superman or what? Scott isn’t 
exactly wimpish either. He jumps 
off a HIGH cliff and lands 
unharmed. Can’t let Lancer steal 
the show. 


Episode 5 


* Scott opens a really keen secret 
door. A dungeoneer’s dream! We 
don’t know how it works but we 
congratulate our japanese friends 
for showing us, once again, that 
bricks CAN fly!!! 


* We just wonder how Lancer got 
an accurate plan of the fortress, 
including protoculture storage areas 
and secret passages. 


* Yellow Dancer gives a show 
daytime, something already 
unusual. But using stage laser with 
all the light still around is really... 
well... massive. 


* Considering the height of water in 
the tunnel towards the end, Rook, 
Rand and Scott shouldn’t be 
walking but swimming. The roof is 
too high for them to reach it 
otherwise. Then they manage to 
lift it without logically having foot. 
But even considering that they 
somehow manage to stand on 
something to push it up, just look at 
how thick it is! And it doesn’t 
seem to be a big deal to both Rand 
and Scott. And, while we’re at it, 
how does that slab manage to stay 
in the roof? Nothing seems to be 
holding it there. Might as well fall 
on our heroes and make Pizza street 
of them. 


Episode 6 


* Something needs clarifying right 
here and now. Do all the Cyclones 
come from Mars Base? Every 
Cyclone of the team is labelled 
with that brand. We wonder... 
Rook seems to be so much used to 
hers that it tends to indicate that she 
was using it BEFORE Scott’s 
crash. OK, so there is no proof of 
this, but something stinks, here, and 
it’s not in the ventilation system... 


Episode 7 


* The book Lunk wishes to return is 
"Inherit the Stars". Somehow, that 
title is familiar, but I just can’t get 
my finger on it. Anyone out there 
knows who wrote it and what it’s 
about? First one to send an answer 
gets his letter printed in the 
lettercol. 


Episode 8 


* When Scott goes to see Jonathan 


Wolff, the latter asks him to 
identify himself. Later, Scott tells 
Wolff he’s a former member of the 
Wolf Pack. How comes, then, that 
Wolff doesn’t recognize him? 
Perhaps if he removed his shades... 


* Wolff tells Scott that one of his 
units is in need of a commanding 
officer. The next day, we see 
Wolff, Scott and two men drive off 
to an Invid Hive. Is this what he 
calls a unit? And to make matters 
worse, instead of putting Scott in 
charge of one of the two other guys 
(that’d be what he called a 
“unit"...), Wolff just keeps him by 
his side and sends the two other 
guys away. Somebody is not 
seeing that somebody is being 
fooled by somebody else... 


Episode 9 


* Scott, Rook and Annie free fall 
for 13 seconds. According to the 
laws of physics, that means the Pit 
is already 850 meters deep. Then 
they use their retro-rockets for 26 
seconds before hitting the water. If 
we assume that their speed is 
decreased by half (though there’s 
NO visible decrease), that means 
another 850 meters. All this gives 
us a pit of roughly 1700 meters 
deep, plus the depth of the water. 
Well, folks, here you have it prime 
time! That’s why it’s called a Pit!!! 


* After that fall, Rand and Scott are 
unconscious. So is Annie, but she 
recovers REAL fast. FASTER, 
actually, than two guys in a 
STRONG and RESILIENT armor 
suit. That brat just can’t be killed! 
But then, we all know critters are 
tough to kill. 


* A small comment here on Rand’s 
“pure energy barrier". I have yet to 
see what pure energy looks like in 
the real world. Nice SF concept, 
but not practical. Also, if it’s pure 
energy, how comes Annie didn’t 
die of shock when passing through 
it? Would’ve been nice, you know. 


* Rand can actually make the 
difference between the plants of 
paleozoic and the dinosaurs of 
mesozoic eras. We admit he might 
be a cultured and learned kid for 
these dark times in human history, 
but this is REALLY far fetched! 
Knowing dinosaurs is okay, but 
plants? How many of YOU guys 
and girls out there can make the 


distinction between all that? And | 


you have access to a much more 
effective education system than 
Rand had. 


* On a related subject, Rand stated 
that dinosaurs (and dinosaur-like 


beasties such as pterosaurs) 
disappeared from Earth 20 millions 
years ago. Facts are, they vanished 
at least 65 millions years ago. That 
is somewhat of a comfort. At least 
Rand doesn’t know EVERY- 
THING. We do. 


* "Jumping Jupiter!" (Scott). 
Interesting expression. Just thought 
we’d let you in on it. 


* Say, who opened that exit they 
used to get out of the Genesis Pit 
and why? Deus ex machina!!! 


Episode 10 


* You’ll love this one! The 
simulagent is (quote:) “carefully 
placed into this desolated 
environment", as you see the 
cocoon being mindlessly dropped 
from high above and bouncing 
wildly down the landscape. Tough 
cocoon! 


* Rand manages to take off with a 
Beta, after reading the instructions 
for at best a couple of minutes. 
Talk about talented! 


Episode 11 


* Lancer left Carla long ago 
because he wanted to fight the 
Invids and it was too dangerous for 
her. Now, he’s back and asks her 
to leave with him as he intends to 
cross mountains controlled by the 
Invids, knowing full well the 
danger. He changed his mind 


pretty much in 3 years. 
e 


Does he 


really care for her or has he gotten 
so cocky that he doesn’t consider 
crossing these mountains and going 
to Reflex Point dangerous?? 


* Donald made a lot of money 
selling the fake map. In the 
meantime, he had the real one, 
which he kept for himself. The 
problem here is that he would’ve 
done the same amount of money by 
selling the real map without getting 
his hands dirty. Talk about a rotten 
dude. Dump ’im, Carla! 


* Next thing we know, Lancer says 
to Carla that he doesn’t want to 
involve her in what he’s doing. But 
but but... Isn’t he the one who 
asked her to follow him 20 minutes 
ago?? I guess someone knocked 
some sense in him after all. 


Episode 12 


* Lancer said the Invids were going 
on patrol at 0630 every morning 
and that it’d be the best time to act. 
The next day, Rand and Mint leave 
at precisely 0400. They expect to 
be at the Invid Hive by the time the 
Invids leave for patrol. Which 
means they expect to take 2 1/2 
hours to get to the Hive, skiing 
down all the way. That’s gotta be a 
pretty BIG mountain or a very 
DEEP valley. Or both. Either way, 
it’s weird. 


* Just a quickie. It’s pretty lit for 
0400 wherever they are. 
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ROBOTECH, ROBOTECH 


Pour défendre la libeté 
Pour préserver l’Humanité 
Ils vont au combat 
Vaillants et fiers 

Héros de I’univers 


Refrain: 

En avant! Combattants de la lumiére 

Notre vie, vous |’avez entre vos mains 
Défendez l’avenir de notre Terre 

Pour que la Paix et l’Amitié 

Triomphent 4 jamais 

Robotech nous a livré tout les secrets 

Les mystéres de la science de demain 
Battez-vous! Nous serons tous a vos cétés 
Dans les étoiles, contre le Mal, pour un idéal 


ROBOTECH, ROBOTECH 


Contre tous les envahisseurs 

Venus d’une autre galaxie 

Ils vont au combat fiers et sans peur 
Au péril de leur vie 


REFRAIN 

Pour la jolie, jolie Minmei 

Nous serons tous 4 vos cétés 
Pour que triomphe pour |’éternité 
L’Amour et I’ Amitié 


REFRAIN 
ROBOTECH, ROBOTECH 


Music: Ulpio Minucci 
Lyrics: J.-F. Porry 
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ROBOTECH, ROBOTECH 


To defend the Liberty 
To preserve Humanity 
They go to fight 
Valiant and proud 
Hero of the universe 


Chorus: 

Go ahead! Fighters of the light 

You got our life in your hands 
Defends Earth’s future 

To make Peace and Friendship 

For ever triumphing 

Robotech confided to us all secrets 
The mysteries of Tomorrow’s science 
Fight! We’ll all be at your side 

In the stars, against Evil, for an ideal 


ROBOTECH, ROBOTECH 


Against all invaders 

Coming from another galaxy 

They go to fight proud and fearless 
At the peril of their life 


CHORUS 

For the pretty, pretty Minmei 
We'll all be at your side 

For eternity make triomphing 
Love and Friendship 


CHORUS 


ROBOTECH, ROBOTECH 


Translation: CJP 


License AB Productions, Distribution RCA, 
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PA: What are the circumstances in 
which you got involved in Streamline 
Pictures? 


CM: The basic circumstance was the 
fact that my experience in working with 
Japanese animation and bringing it to 
the United States was that most people 
really had no understanding or 
awareness of how it should be done 
correctly. From experience working at 
Harmony Gold, I tought there is got to 
be a better way of doing it. Jerry Beck, 
who is a distributor, and I began 
talking and we decided 

that no one could doit 
better than we could if \ 
we set our minds to it. 
Because he understood the 
problems of distribution and I 
understood the problems of translation, 
production and dealing with the 
Japanese, we formed a company; he 
became distribution executive and I 
became acquisitions and production 
executive. We started up very small 
because we did not have tons of money, 
but we feel that we will be able to 
snowball this into something that will 
allow aceurate translations of Japanese 
animated films to be made available in 
the United States and play in a theatrical 
venue. 


PA: What are the main goals of 
Streamline Pictures? 


CM: The main goals are to put Japane- 
se animation that 
was presented 
originally in 
theaters in Japan 
in theaters in the 
United States in 
English, accu- 
rately translated. 
Secondarily, to 
present japanese 
animation that 
was originally 
on home video 
in Japan out in 
home video in 
English in the 
United States. 


PA: What about 
the present pro- 
pects? Did Lapu- 
ta attain your 
expectations? 
What about near 
future projects? 


CM: Streamline 
Pictures has con- 
tracts with three 
releases in the 
United States. 
The first one is 
Laputa, the 
second one is Twilight of the 
Cockroaches which is a combination 
live action and animated film which has 
been subtitled, not dubbed into English. 
I wrote the subtitles for it, it was the 
first time I had ever done that. The third 
project is Leasman, the theatrical 


PICTURES 


version of it, which will be released 
around Christmas time. The 
expectations that we had with Laputa 
are based on what we call per-screen 
average and that means the amount of 
money that each print makes per week 
per screen. The per-screen average of 
Laputa is very good considering what it 
is and where it is playing. It is 
approximately $4000 a week per screen 
and that means that if we can play the 
six prints we have of it right now every 
week for fifty weeks of the year, that 


would be $1,2 million; not bad. The 
Japanese get the majority of the money, 
because the way I structured it is that I 
want the Japanese people to get the 
money out of their products. What we 
want to do is just make enough money 
to keep the business rolling and as it 
gets more and more involved, than we 
will be able to make a profit. That is 
what the Japanese like: the system, 
because no one had ever offered them 
the big share of the profit. That is the 
basic philosophy of our company, to 
give back to the Japanese what is theirs, 
not try to exploit them. Most people try 
to buy a movie for $10.000 and exploit 
it. Our philosophy is, we are going to do 
this with you- the japanese 


publishing/production companies- and 
if we are successful, you are successful. 
No one ever said that to them before. At 
first they said, "What is the catch? What 
is the trick?" There is no trick. This is 
just an honest effort on our part to try 
something that is long overdue. 
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PA: What about near future projects? 


CM: We are working with Kodansha 
right now in a test marketing of Akira 
and depending on how successful that 
is, and the future plans of Kodansha, we 
may actually distribute the film ourse- 
Ives to the specialty art theater circuit 
that we developped across the country 
or we may act as the releasing entity for 
a major release of it. It would be a 
Kodansha, Streamline and any other 
distribution company release as a spe- 
cialty market classic. Few 
distribution companies like 
Orion and UA have 
classic’s divisions. Akira 
is a test; as far as the 
Tokuma people are concerned, 
we recently completed the adaptation of 
Totoro into English and based on test 
reactions to that, we may distribute it in 
the United States. We are talking about 
forming a parmership with Tokuma to 
complete English language versions of 
all their new films from the point of 
inception so that there will always be an 
English version done; the budget for it 
will be taken up from the original 
budget of the production. That is my 
philosophical goal, to get the japanese 
people to recognize the value of an 
English language version and budget it 
at the beginning of the project so that it 
is not some afterthought. If that 
happens, then what you could do is 
write that off to the laserdisc companies 
as an expense when they license the 
laserdiscs. 
Every laser- 
disc that could 
come out of 
Japan could be 
in English and 
Japanese. The 
English lan- 
guage version 
on the analog 
track and the 
Japanese ver- 
sion on the 
digital track, 
and you could 
have two-lan- 
guaged ver- 
sions of 
everything. 
You would 
eliminate 
piracy, boot- 
legs would be 
completely 
eliminated. 
People would 
just buy the 
laserdiscs di- 
rectly from Ja- 
pan and that 
would be to- 
tally whole- 
sale, with no 
problems and straight across. It would 
completely solve the problem of video 
piracy. 


PA: When do you expect to release 
videos? 


CM: I’ve already started with my first 
Streamline Pictures’ video which is the 
Akira production report. It is appro- 
ximately an hour long documentary 
which includes footage from the Akira 
film. The original Japanese track of the 
interviews has been treated in a United 
Nations’ style translation where you 
hear Otomo speaking in Japanese and 
with his dialogue cranked down so that 
the English language translation of what 
he says can be heard over it. You get the 
flavor of Otomo’s actual prose delivery 
with a subtle English translation. It is 
almost like understanding Japanese by 
listening to it. This is done for all the 
interviews of Otomo, the various film 
makers, the music composer and the 
actors. The actual animation that you 
see of Akira in the project report are 
excerpts from the English language 
version. You get 20 minutes of Akira in 
English plus 25 or so minutes of 
interviews which really explain how 
Japanese animation is done. In this case, 
it is an extraordinary document, because 
it is one of the first time that the 
Japanese attempted to lip-synch a 
cartoon. The quality of the production 
and Otomo’s pre-production art are al] 
explored in this documentary. That is 
the first thing we are doing. Also, I am 
im contact now with VIZ Communica- 
tions to perhaps begin a series of 
translations for various products they 
have in their line. We have not finalized 
which titles they want to do yet, but 


they have expressed extreme interest in 
doing this. So there will be more and 
more videos coming out from our 
company. 


PA: Any other more distant future 
propcts that you would like to do? 


CM: I also have a company that I 
formed with an animation writer, 
director and designer named John 
Kricfalusi. He was the design genius 
behind The new adventures of Mighty 
Mouse and a bunch of other recent 
animated projects. Together, he and I 
and several artists have formed a studio 
to produce original animation in the 
United States. Going back to classic 
American roots of animation, Bob 
Klempett and other innovative 
animators are inspiring John and our 
studio to create new stuff in that kind of 
neo-classic tradition. So that is another 
project that Iam working on. 


PA: Did your perception of Japanese 
animation and manga penetration and 
potential in North America evolved 
since the last time we spoke about it? 


CM: My perception has not evolved. 
My perception is that the penetration 
has increased and the awareness of the 
material by the audience has evolved. 
My perception is still the same. My 
perception is that it is a valuable form of 
entertainment which should be given 


consideration in the marketplace. I think 
that the pioneering efforts that took 
place five years ago started a 
progression of interest which is 
culminating now with the work that you 
see being done by Studio Proteus and 
now my own company because what is 
happening is that their is legitimate 
appreciation and awareness of the 
manga and the anime as entertainment. 
What I am trying to do is instill a sense 
of rightness to it, correctness to what I 
am doing. Because I have been accused 
of being the mad butcher of anime. It is 
not really the case. The case is that 
when you work for people you have to 
do with the philosophy of the people 
you work for, not your personal 
philosophy. Now that I am doing it on 
my own, I am going to try to do things 
as correctly as possible and let the chips 
fall where they may. I think that the 
audience is sophisticated enough to 
respond to it. I do not think that every 
piece of manga and every bit of 
animation that comes out of Japan is 
sacred. I think that some is better than 
others, just like it is in any cultural art 
form. The best Japanese manga and the 
best animation should be seen by other 
cultures as should the best American 
animation and comics be seen by them. 
It is just a growing awareness on the 
public’s part. My awareness is basically 
the same. A 


Over the last several months 
here in Austin and elsewhere 
around the country we have been 
seeing an amazing phenomenon. 
Japanese animation, which for so 
long has been a hobby enjoyed by a 
handful of fans watching 
multigeneration videotapes in 
people’s basements, has begun 
appearing in actual movie theaters. 
What’s more, these have been 
well translated, uncut prints of 
the original films, rather than 
the bowdlerized and kiddified 
versions we have seen 
before. We are fortunate 
here in Austin that the 
Dobie theater has played 
two such films, Hayao 
Miyazaki’s Laputa, and 
recently, Twilight of the 
Cockroaches. A new 
distribution company, 
Streamline Pictures, has been 
wholly responsible for this 
wonderful phenomenon. I 
spoke with one of the owners of 
that company, Jerry Beck, in order 
to find out about how this venture 
got started and what we can hope to 
see in the future. 


On a prefatory note, | should 
point out that Mr. Beck responded 
most enthusiastically to my 
questions, so much so that he 
managed to answer almost 


everything I had wanted to ask in 
one lengthy, rambling discussion. I 
have attempted to break this up into 
a shorter question and answer 
format and have tried to re-order 
some parts to facilitate a more 
flowing and se- 


THE STORY BEHIND 
STREAMLINE 


AN INTERVIEW WITH 


JERRY BECK 


BY WALTER AMOS 


quential article. Only those reading 
this will be able to determine 
whether I’ve succeeded or not. If 
not, mea culpa. 


WA: In the past we have generally 
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seen that most Hollywood people 
who would have the ability to 
distribute Japanese animated 
features in this country generally 
haven’t been interested. How is it 
then that a company such as 
Streamline Pictures got started? 


JB: Well, for the most part, 
Hollywood people are not 
interested in animation, and 
that’s why Streamline Pictures 
got started. Basically 
Streamline Pictures is Jerry 
Beck and Carl Macek. Carl, 
as you probably know, has 
been involved with 
Japanese animation for 
many years. He’s best 
known of course as writer 
and producer of Robotech 
and other productions at 
Harmony Gold. I am an 
animation historian, and you 
may not know me outside of 
Streamline. I come from New 
York. I’ve been associated with 
Leonard Maltin: I was his research 
assistant on Of Mice and Magic: A 
History of American Animated 
Cartoons; | did a book called 
Looney Tunes and Merrie 
Melodies: A complete Guide to the 
Warner Brothers Cartoons; I’ve 
been writing mostly on American 
animation for 15 years. That’s what 
I’ve been doing as a hobby, while 


professionally I’ve been working in 
the motion picture business in 
distribution for MGM/UA, Orion 
Pictures, and Cannon Films. I came 
out here [to Los Angeles] to work 
for Expanded Entertainment, which 
is part of Landmark Theater, which 
distributes the Tournees of 
Animation, Festivals of Animation, 
Festivals of Claymation; those are 
films Expanded Entertainment put 
together. I came out here because 
of my love of animation and my 
work in distribution, and also 
because of my wanting to move to 
L.A. from New York. Basically I 
wanted to get more involved with 
animation for a living. 


WA: One would guess that to 
devote so much of one’s energy to 
the distribution of Japanese 
animated films in a high quality 
dubbed form for the first time, you 
must be a devotee of the genre 
yourself. How did you become 
involved in anime? 


JB: I’d been a Japanese animation 
fan since I was a kid, and I sort of 
rediscovered it in the 70’s with the 
film programs for Creation 
Conventions in New York. We 
borrowed some animation in the 
70’s from Toho and local NY 
offices of some of the other 
animation companies and it got a 
great reaction. There seemed to be 
a cult following for Astroboy and 
Speed Racer and Kimba and I was 
part of that. I enjoyed these when | 
was a kid and | realized that these 
weren’t bad. I liked the way they 
were drawn, really good looking, 
very cartoony. 

Meanwhile the C/FO 
[Cartoon/Fantasy Organization] in 
LA started up. I’ve always been 
involved with Japanese animation 
and been aware that there was 
quality work and that there were 
people interested in seeing it. This 
was back in ’79-’80 when I got 
actively involved in it. I started the 
C/FO New York; actually someone 
else started it and ran it for two 
meetings and then I ran it for a year 
and a half after that. This was 
somewhat before the video 
revolution so I was showing 16mm 
film rather than video as C/FO LA 
had been doing. I was renting old 
Japanese animated film features 
like Jack and the Witch and things 
like Panda and the Magic Serpent, 
and all kinds of weird stuff, and 
some 16mm prints of Astroboy and 
Marine Boy episodes, as well as 
some American animation. In one 
meeting we were going to show 
Jack and the Beanstalk, a mid-70’s 
release by Columbia Pictures, a 
Japanese film dubbed in. I received 
a call on the phone and the woman 


said, "Hi Jerry, this is Astroboy!" 
and it turned out to be Billie Lou 
Watt, who was the voice of 
Astroboy. It also turned out that she 
and her crew, who had also worked 
on Astroboy, were the voices in 
Jack and the Beanstalk, and they 
had never gotten to see the finished 
film. They had heard we were 
screening it somehow and they all 
came down to see it. That had to be 
the most amazing day of my life, 
being there with all the voices from 
Astroboy and Kimba. 

Anyway, I’ve always been into 
it. I’ve tried to introduce Japanese 
animation to the companies I’ve 
worked for but usually to no avail. 
Earlier, when Phoenix 2772 came 
to New York, I had written some 
articles about Osamu Tezuka in 
some fanzines and somehow he had 
heard about them. So, when he 
came to New York, he got in 
contact with me and I was invited 
to see Phoenix 2772 at a screening 
at the Japan society. He had 
brought the print with him direct 
from the lab; it hadn’t even opened 
in Japan yet. I spoke to him through 
a translator; it was great. I managed 
to get a videotape of it and I took it 
to my boss at UA at the time and 
said “Look at this, this is 
spectacular!" But they were 
unimpressed. They stayed through 
the first reel of it and said "This is a 
children’s cartoon. We can’t 
distribute this; why are you 
showing us this?" The time was just 
not right then, and that’s been the 
attitude since. It looked too much 
like Inspector Gadget or G.I. Joe, 
and they’re unable to see beyond a 
still picture of little kids with big 
eyes. So it’s been a real uphill 
battle. In the early 80’s then I 
thought the way to go would 
basically be what we’re doing now, 
distributing the films to art theaters, 
because | think they’re right, the 
mass perception of animation in 
this country is that it’s a kid’s 
medium, only G-rated stuff, and we 
had to change that thinking. This 
has to be done all over the country 
and it’s not something that’s going 
to change overnight. 


WA: Why did you develop your 
idea to release these films to small 
"art" theaters? 


JB: I thought that if we went to art 
theaters directly a more 
appreciative audience would come 
and we’d build up a sort of cult 
following. My bosses there [at UA] 
didn’t care, so ultimately I worked 
for Expanded Entertainment. Here 
was a company that was going to 
distribute animated short films to 
theaters around the country as a 
festival. That was a concept that 
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existed only sporadically before 
Expanded Entertainment. In New 
York, you could go to the Museum 
of Modern Art and see the award 
winning shorts that were produced 
that year. In L.A., you could go to 
the country museum and do that. 
But no one was going around to art 
theaters where | thought Japanese 
animation should be screened. I 
wanted people to appreciate 
animation as an adult artform, so I 
signed on with them. Then once it 
was established that we could play 
these festivals of animation at art 
theaters, why not do the same thing 
with Japanese animation? Well, 
unfortunately the powers that be at 
Expanded Entertainment barely 
understood the concept that they 
were working with, which was 
short films. That they understood, 
but going one step beyond that, 
taking Japanese animated features 
that were aimed toward adults and 
doing the same thing was beyond 
their comprehension. Again, they 
would look at one reel and say “No 
Saturday morning cartoons, they 
are not the same as these fine art 
films." 

Well, Expanded Entertainment 
also puts on a local animation 
festival in LA, one week of short 
films from around the world in 
competition. I was involved with 
two of these. In the first one they 
did the prizewinner film in the 
feature category was Nausicaa, 
which [in its translated form] was 
Warriors of the Wind. But they 
failed to light any sparks. That was 
before I came out here, in ’85. In 
°87 we did the second festival, now 
that I was aboard, I looked around 
for other animated features we 
could show. I went to the fans and 
some friends who were more into 
Japanese animation than | was and | 
asked what was out there and what 
could we get? One film was 
Laputa, the other was Macross the 
Movie. We showed Macross the 
Movie on opening night in a large 
theater. I had a gut feeling that we 
would sell this one out. So on the 
opening night we had Brave Little 
Toaster followed by a party for the 
animation community in LA. 
Opposite the party at 9:30 inside 
the theater was Macross. Well what 
happened was that while everyone 
in the world went to see Brave 
Little Toaster and then went to the 
party, all the Japanese animation 
fans went to Macross and they 
filled that theater while the party 
was going on. But none of the 
people who could actually do 
anything about distributing 
Japanese animation could see the 
giant crowd in there. I went back in 
to see what the story was, and there 
was a huge crowd there. Although 


the movie itself wasn’t that great, 
there was a huge amount of 
enthusiasm. Carl Macek was also 
there in the back of the auditorium. 
I said to him, "See? That looks 
great on a big screen. I know there 
is an audience out there for these 
films. I’ve been trying to do this all 
my life and this is exactly the scene 
I expected to see. I know that if I 
could get this film to play in these 
art theaters, there would be a great 
response." 

Well as it turned out I couldn’t 
get that film, but the other film that 
played at that festival was Laputa. 
The producers had already gone to 
the trouble of dubbing it into 
English, and were also trying to sell 
it here. To backtrack; the two 
anime features Macross and Laputa 
sold out their tickets in advance. 
There had been advance tickets 
Sales to all the programming at the 
festival. Only 3 things sold out 
completely in advance of the 
festival: the computer animation 
show, Macross and Laputa. |} used 
that when I was still at Expanded; I 
said "Look, here is this huge 
potential audience for these films, 
they both sold out in advance. 
Doesn’t that mean anything to 
you?" Well, no, it didn’t. It meant 
something to me. Was everybody 
else blind? So J said, no one else 
seems to care about this, so [71] 
pursue it on my own. I was 
involved with the organization of 
subsequent festivals. So at the 
following festival, the one last year, 
we had Robot Carnival and the 
subtitled Castle Cagliostro, the 
35mm print. Only 35mm prints are 
shown at these festivals. They also 
did very well. 

Movie studios represent the 
average person and what they think 
the average person thinks. Of 
course you have your New World 
out there who think there might be 
something in it so they dub these 
movies into kiddie films. Tokuma 
was very disappointed with 
Warriors of the Wind, how it was 
presented and sold. Miyazaki was 
the major creator and his work was 
just ruined. We want to dub the 
films faithfully, essentially just to 
present American versions of the 
same film. Hopefully we can get 
the ball rolling. I mean, just by 
having Akira out in movie theaters, 
we will have people going to their 
video shops saying, “Have you got 
this thing Akira?" And the video 
shop guy will say that he never 
heard of it, and then they’II call 
their distributors asking for Akira, 
and then the distributors will go to 
the movie companies and ask “Are 
you putting this thing Akira out?" 
and eventually the movie 
companies will get the idea to buy 


the rights to Akira and put it out on 
tape. We just want to get the ball 
rolling. 


WA: How did you go about getting 
the films you’ve presented? 


JB: Carl and I spent about a year 
Saying to different Japanese 
animation producers based here in 
L.A. that we were a new film 
distributor that wanted to distribute 
Japanese animation, but we didn’t 
have any films. We lucked out in 
that the patience of the Japanese 
producers for selling their films in 
this country had just about worn 
out. For years they had been trying 
to sell total rights to their films for 
a million dollars, but no one wanted 
to pay big money for them. The 
Hollywood companies don’t know 
how to market these films. The 
perception, and there’s the key 
word, "perception", of animation in 
this country is that it’s just for kids; 
talking dogs, singing dinosaurs, 
Disney and Bluth films. That’s all 
they think of it as. If you have a 
film where people are getting 
killed, shot.up, are dealing with 
bloody or tackling social issues, are 
having serious love affairs or 
whatever, it’s not comprehensible 
to the American public. 


WA: What about the financial 
side? In Austin and Philadelphia 
I’ve seen only positive reviews of 
the films that have played so far, 
Laputa and Twilight of the 
Cockroaches. Has the audience 
response and box office been 
encouraging enough to look like 
it’s leading somewhere and do 
further work? 


JB: Well, we just opened Akira in 
Washington and it got a rave 
review. Two in fact. While the 
grosses aren’t giant compared to 
big box office releases, we weren’t 
really doing much advertising. 
We’re only playing in small 
calendar theaters like the Dobie in 
Austin. Advertising has been kept 
to a minimum. Now in some cities 
like with Akira we'll be doing a lot 
of advertising. We want to keep the 
film playing as long as possible. 
Austin is a fluke that we’ve been 
playing there this long with 
Twilight of the Cockroaches. Now 
Akira has only been playing in 
Washington for a week, although 
admittedly it’s a great week, the 
Christmas vacation week, the 
grosses are already double from 
what we got for Laputa and 
Twilight. Akira has more of a name 
value and recognition than those 
others. 

Laputa and Twilight have had 
problems, I feel, in their pre- 
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sentation. While Laputa is different 
from American films and is 
certainly of high quality, it fits the 
perception that American viewers 
have. There’s nothing wrong with 
it, but it follows the formula and all 
ages can watch it and enjoy it. 
Twilight is a less accessible film, 
more of an art film. It’s a less 
commercial film. Twilight can be 
pigeonholed as an art film, Laputa 
fits in with the general perception 
of animation. Now Akira, here’s the 
true experiment. Although it has 
high visibility due to the comic 
book and more people know about 
it, it is an R-rated cartoon. It’s also 
state of the art animation. Laputa, 
while having some beautiful 
animation, doesn’t have the full 
animation that Akira has. The 
artwork is different. In Akira, the 
characters look Japanese. The big 
eyed look of most anime characters 
iS a negative to most American 
audiences. So | think Akira has a lot 
of things going for it and I think it’s 
going to be a great film for us. 

We’re not making a lot of 
money on this right now. We’re 
doing more things than just 
distribution right now. We’re also 
writing for magazines. Carl is 
producing stuff. The film 
distribution right now is just barely 
paying for itself. It’s an investment, 
we hope to get the ball rolling and 
cut in for more of it later on. Akira 
will answer many of these 
questions. Essentially right now, 
we’re providing a service for fans 
and anime producers. I get a thrill 
out of going to the theaters and 
seeing these films with a big crowd, 
that’s my reward. I’m glad I had 
something to do with getting it 
here, because it wouldn’t happen 
otherwise. 

That’s the situation, we’re out 
here sort of alone on a life raft. A 
Hollywood reporter just called, so 
we are getting some attention from 
the media but it’s a long haul. 
Maybe 1990 will be a big year. I 
personnally think Japanese 
animation will become a fad 
sometime in the nineties; it will 
start and stop, but I think it will 
catch on and die out but then the 
fandom will be larger. There’s so 
many good things in it that I don’t 
see how this can fail to make some 
sort of an impact. 


WA: You touched briefly on the 
question of video distribution of 
your films earlier. I gather that the 
video rights must be purchased 
separately from the film rights, and 
no large distributor is yet convinced 
of the value of these films. Could 
you elaborate? 


JB: We are at the moment only 


doing theatrical distribution. We 
are involved in other projects, and 
other things are happening. There is 
one fellow who wants to do video 
comics distributed in comic book 
shops. And he wants those to be 
just Japanese animation. That I 
think will happen, and even if it’s 
just one issue that will make an 
impact. We [Streamline] are putting 
together an American version of the 
Akira production video, essentially 
a behind-the-scenes look at the 
making of Akira. We intend to 
market this directly on video, and 
sell it directly in comic book stores. 
Right now we have only theatrical 
film rights and not the video rights 
[to most films]. No one has the 
video rights to these things. 
Basically, the other companies are 
waiting to see how we’re doing. 


WA: What films can we look 
forward to seeing in the future 
other than Akira and Lensman? 


JB: We are trying to get films that 
will grab people and are different. 
Akira and Lensman both have that 
quality. We can’t do certain 
pictures that are made for video 
[OVAs -Original Video Anima- 
tion], because they won’t look good 
on a theater screen. We feel the 
films we do have to have a certain 
quality to them or else they won’t 
get good reviews; we just can’t do 
the big fan favorites. If we’re lucky 
we’ll hit a film like Akfra that is 
both a fan favorite and a high 
quality film. 

Beyond these, the only 2 films 
we’ve dubbed ourselves are the 2 
post Laputa Miyazaki films, My 
neighbor Totoro and Kiki’s 
Delivery Service. These are on shelf 
waiting to have something done 
with them. What’s going to be done 
with them, I don’t know. It’s really 
not up to us but to the companies 
that own them. We’re very proud of 
our Totoro. We had a test screening 
of it and the response was 
spectacular. We were very careful 
for precise dialogue translation and 
good voice acting. Even under the 
careful scrutiny of the Japanimation 
fans who saw it it was quite 
popular. They felt that there may 
never again be an anime film 
dubbed as well as our Totoro. 

We are negociating for two 
made-for-video films called Manie 
Manie and Take the X Train. These 
are two very offbeat 45 minute 
films that we feel could work if 
properly dubbed and properly 
marketed, because both are very 
rare but are still beautiful and 
unusual films. 


WA: On what basis do you select 
the films distributed here? Are they 


the biggest award winning films in 
Japan, or the most popular, or 
something else? 


JB: The idea is that the first few 
films we have, especially the first 
three, are like points of a triangle, 
all different from each other. 
Laputa, Twilight, and Akira are all 
as different from one another as can 
be. We want to give the impression 
that if you’ve seen one Japani- 
mation film you haven’t seen them 
all. If I came out with Akira, 
Lensman and a lot more hardware 
pictures people might get that 
impression. We want to give the 
impression that it’s a really mixed 
bag. We want to keep that 
approach, and that’s why we’re 
interested in the offbeat things like 
X Train and Totoro and so on. 
There are a few other films I’d love 
to get our hands on but we’ve had 
some difficulties in getting, like 
Robot Carnival, Golgo 13, and 
Demon City. We want to go to all 
extremes, from horror animation to 
G-rated type. We’re also keeping 
our eyes open for what’s being 
done now, but production activity 
in Japan isn’t quite exciting as it 
was a few years ago. More things 
are released on video now, so only 
the rare special features go to the 
theaters. But of course that also 
means that those things that play in 
theaters are of especially excellent 
quality. The ones in theaters get the 
most effort, then OVAs, then TV 
shows are the third rung. Right now 
we have Akira, then Lensman in the 
late spring-summer. Then maybe 
Totoro. We are looking at getting 
other kinds of films, perhaps live 
action things in the future, 
animation from other countries. 
There’s a great studio in Hungary. I 
don’t want to stay “one note", but 
you never know, the whole venture 
could fall apart. 


WA: How large is Streamline? 


JB: Just myself and Carl. The first 
6 months we were working out of 
our apartments. Now we’re just 
basically one or two offices. We 
also have the small studio we used 
for the dubbing of Totoro. 

The overhead of paying rent 
and phone bills eats up the profits 
from these films. It’s very difficult 
to make money from films. We 
have to split the proceeds with the 
theater owners, also the producers 
of the film. It has to be a really big 
success for us to make some money 
on it, so we’re hoping with Akira 
that we may finally see that. 


WA: I’ve noticed a positive trend 


recently between what you’re doing 
and the increasing number of fans 
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doing subtitling on their own. I 
suspect that latter comes because 
people like myself, who are 
interested in anime and have 
graduated college are now in a 
position where they are earning 
enough money to be able to buy 
hardware and have gained the 
technical expertise necessary to run 
the computers and equipment to do 
it. 


JB: Years ago it wasn’t the same. 
A videotape player was a new item 
ten years ago. I had one in ’76 or 
"77. That was when they cost 
$1000 or more. Now it is more 
accessible and that has helped us. 
Of course we want the fans to help 
us. Working together we can make 
anime accessible and not the 
underground thing it is now. With 
Laputa and Akira we have these 
English versions that aren’t 
available on video; at least I hope 
they’re not at present. We want to 
give you something that you can’t 
get on video. We’re trying to make 
it so none of these films can be 
bootlegged, at least not our 
versions for the time being. We 
would prefer if they didn’t get 
around so much because we’d like 
to encourage fans, and also to have 
them encourage people who aren’t 
fans, to actually come to the theater 
to see these movies the way they’re 
supposed to be seen. Sometimes 
video can be a deterrent; if people 
know it’s coming on video or they 
have it they may not bother to see 
the film in theater. Basically if 
these films aren’t successful you 
can forget it, then no one will ever 
take a chance on them [for video or 
otherwise]. 


WA: You can rest assured that 
those in anime fandom are well 
aware of that. The members of the 
U.T. Anime Club were exhorted to 
see Laputa and Twilight as many 
times as possible in support of this 
venture. 


JB: Great. I basically I’m just a fan 
like everybody else, I’ve just been 
in this game for a while and I’m 
applying what I know to what I 
like, to try and make something 
happen. If it wasn’t me somebody 
would probably have done it 
anyway; but as it is, I think we’re 
really the first. These are good 
films but the movie business people 
don’t seem to see it, so "we’ll do it" 
is Our attitude. We’ll take these 
movies and get them out there. A 


[First published in Animation 
Velocity #8 (Febr. 1990): pp. 6-9]. 
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HIGHER MISSION 


By Kenneth C. Colman 


As the land rover travelled across the barren parched 
ground, craters a grim reminder of the Zentraedi Global 
Assault, Second Lieutenant Jeff Foster kept thinking to 
himself J hate this detail. The detail was battle site 
inspection and casualty count, and Jeff never liked the 
thought of death. 


That was why Jeff chose to join the Clerical branch 
of the RDF, and had become an aide to Colonel Nathan 
Shannon. Jeff figured he would have a cushy 
paper-pushing desk job, but Colonel Shannon was the 
typical combat officer who dealt with statistics and 
archai battle tactics. Jeff returned his thoughts to the 
assignment after his long, brown hair had just blown into 
his pale face. 


The driver, a sergeant who looked about eighteen, 
turned to Jeff and announced, "We should arrive at the 
site in about ten minutes, sir". Jeff mused to himself, 
I’m probably two years older than you and you call me 


" ” 


‘sir”. 


About 350 kilometers southwest of Jeff, near the low 
border of the Zentraedi Control Zone, misnomered by 
some of the local mecha jocks as The Garden’, a lone 
VF-1A Veritech and two Excalibers returned from their 
patrol. This particular patro] had started out with three 
Veritechs, the two Excalibers and a Gladiator. 


From the cockpit of the Veritech, painted jet black 
besides the RDF markings, emerged a very tall, lean 
pilot. As the “thinking cap" flight helmet came off, his 
long blonde hair tied in a ponytail falling to the back of 
his neck, he heard something from behind him. 


"Foster", the voice exclaimed, “wait up, will you?". 
The voice was from one of the Excaliber pilots, Thomas 
Guhn (pronounced ’gun’). 


"You’re too slow", quiped Foster. 


“Brian, I’m sorry about Phelps and Anderson. They 
were good men and excellent VT pilots", Thomas said. 


"Well, I’m sorry about you losing Jameson, Thomas. 
He was pretty good himself", Brian retumed. 


“Thanks, Brian. Corporal, let’s get something to 
drink and toast their "higher mission’". 
"to their 


"Sure, Sarge", Brian quietly responded, 


"higher mission’". 


* 
* OF 


"We’re here, sir", the young sergeant said to Jeff 
Foster as the land rover quietly rolled to a stop. As they 
were stepping out of the vehicle, Lieutenant Foster said, 
with his naturally friendly voice, "Just call me Jeff. It’s 
only you and I out here". The sergeant looked at Jeff 
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and weakly replied, “Yes, sir... Jeff". 


* 
* 


Sitting at the bar, Corporal Brian Foster and 
Sergeant Thomas Guhn were bringing their beer mugs 
together, and in unison said, "To your higher missions, 
guys". It was customary to do this for fallen comrades 
of the Panther Squadron. This ’suicide’ squadron was 
nicknamed thus because it had been made up of misfits 
and undesirables that had been booted out of their 
former units for insubordination or other forms of 
uncooperativeness. Brian thought of the Panthers as a 
Robotech version of the old vid film The Dirty Dozen. 


Thomas turned to Brian Foster and, after gulping 
down half of his beer, said, "We have a surprise for 


" 


you". 


"We?", queried Brian, and in that instant several 
others of the Panthers burst into the bar shouting, 
“Happy 25th birthday, Brian!". 


* 
* # 


Jeff Foster cursed himself silently for not 
remembering his big brother Brian’s birthday until that 
moment. I'll send him something after this detail, he 
thought, as if making a mental note to himself. After all, 
he did take care of me when Mom and Dad died. Seff 
then started down a small rocky hill to start this 
regrettable detail. 


What Jeff saw that day would have made even the 
strongest of men run away from the sight, but Second 
Lieutenant Jeff Foster knew what he had to do, despite 
how sickening or grotesque it was. 


Jeff stared at the wreckage of the battle that had 
taken place the previous day. "The Grim Reaper was 
happy yesterday", Jeff silently muttered to himself, and 
hoped the sergeant did not hear. The carnage was 
unbelievable, RDF and Zentraedi mecha and their pilots 
strewn across the ground like broken pieces of a giant 
chess set discarded by a spoiled child named War. 


Jeff, amidst this death and decay, had let his 
thoughts stray to his brother, a really good man who got 
sent to that ’suicide’ squadron because he beat the hell 
out of a colonel who cared more about enemy kill ratings 
than his own men. /fit weren’t for his hot head at times, 
Brian would have been a captain by now, not a corporal. 
When he looked at the devastation, Jeff wondered if one 
of these days his brother the VT pilot might wind up in a 
similar pile of wanton destruction. 


Jeff finished his inspection and report, and he moved 
toward the land rover when he heard resounding 
footsteps of mecha. Jeff completed his climb up the hill, 


and turned to see what was going on. He saw the mecha 
firing upon them, missing by only fractions of inches. 
The sergeant was on the ground bleeding from shrapnel 
flung his way from blast hitting a part of previously 
destroyed mecha. 


“Mayday! Mayday! This is Eagle One, do you 
copy?!", Jeff screamed into the land rover’s radio 
microphone. “Send reinforcements to this position 
NOW!!", 


* 
* OF 


As the birthday party continued for a couple of 
hours, a short, skinny communications system operator 
walked into the bar and yelled over the noise, "Corporal 
Brian Foster, I have a communique for you". Brian 
practically lept the length of the bar to get the paper. 


While Brian read the message, his friends (especially 
Thomas) noticed Brian’s eyes grow wide and his tanned 
face become ghostly pale with horror. Brian dropped the 


note and ran from the bar at breakneck speed. 


Thomas walked over to where the note was, picked it 
up, and read the contents privately: 


",..We regret to inform you that your brother Jeffrey 
Sean Foster has been killed while performing his duty in 
the field. Funeral arrangements have been made for 
three days from today. The United Earth Government 
Medal of Honor will be awarded posthumously..." 


When Thomas Guhn finished reading the last few 
words, he folded the note, placed it in his pocket, and 
whispered to himself, "He’s on his *higher mission’ now, 
Brian". 


* 
* OF 


DEDICATION: This story is dedicated to my 
father, Kenneth George Colman, who went on his 
*higher mission’ February 19, 1990. May your Veritech 
always straight, Dad. A 
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CASUALTIES 


By Christian Smith 


About his story, Christian Smith, the author, tells us: 
"I believe it is in the tradition of Robotech with its 
anti-war message and its depiction of characters thrust 
into situations beyond their control.” 


* 
* * 


The jungle stank. Outside, inside, sealed living 
quarters or not, the jungle grabbed and scrabbled its 
fingers into everything, green and wet and steaming sick 
with the death of men and machines. 


It made Jessy feel unreal, this awkward war they 
were fighting. He felt lost, disoriented, disembodied in 
the thick air of his room. As he stood, the plastic of his 
chair tried to come with him, stuck up his back by a film 
of sweat. 


Outside the open window, some insect whined 
incessantly. Jessy looked, knowing he would see 
nothing but the grey on dark grey on black shadows of 
the night jungle. Maybe tonight those dripping, 
slick-shiny leaves would again burst into scouring flame. 


The Zentraedi loved to attack at night. Nobody 
knew why except them; even they probably had only the 
vaguest of ideas. With infrared scanners and light 
enhancement optics, light levels were a moot point. 


Great, thought Jessy as he poured himself a glass of 
water. He gulped it, wishing for something stronger. 
High-tech destruction day and night; what a pleasant 
advantage. 


This continually rotting, stinking, growing jungle 
was biting at his sanity. Thank God his leave started in 
two days. 


The ground throbbed with low pulsing; somewhere, 
fifty-foot soldiers and crushingly heavy mecha 
exchanged salvos. Jessy knew the scene: metal and 
blood spraying in molten streams as the jungle drank her 
fill of others’ vitality. 
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INTERDIVISIONAL MEMO 


From: MAJOR JAMES OLSON 
To: LT. COL. ANTHONY WALKER 
Re: ENEMY ACTION 


With accelerated activity of Zentraedi rebels, request 
that several squadrons be transferred to Brazilia Base in 
order to suppress. If possible, would prefer Commander 
Sterling and Skull Group. Await your response. Also, 
be advised that several personnel will be taking their 
leave in the area around Monument City. 


- MAJOR JAMES OLSON 
COMM. OFF RDF/BRAZILIA 


* 
* OF 


The battle pod erupted into a rolling cloud of debris 
as Nathan’s Gatling roared. One giant leg kicked out in 
a graceful arc, sweeping by Nat’s Valkyrie and 
crunching a building into dust. Nat swung around, twin 
guns rotating down to cover the head of his Veritech. 


High-energy beams streaked by him, bursting a 
storefront into shards. Nat leapt for cover, blue flame 
jetting from the thrusters in his battloid’s feet. The 
Zentraedi pod that had fired the particle beams now 
tracked him with autocannon, chewing up the asphalt. 


Nat’s gloved hand reached out for a control in the 
dim cockpit; status lights flashed. His fingers closed 
over the lever, and he pulled. 


Servos spun; power shunted. The Valkyrie folded, 
moved, opened, a high-tech flower at time-lapse speed. 
Secondary thrusters boomed to life, and Nat sunk into 
his seat as the Guardian streaked forward. 


Barely cleared and blurred by speed, the battle pod’s 
hardened-alloy legs skimmed by either side of the 
rushing Veritech. With force born of elite RDF training, 
Nat pulled on the control stick. Grey buildings tured to 
blue sky and cottonball clouds as the 
Guardian-configured Veritech rolled over onto its back, 


_ jetting upwards. 
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Another lever, another change: the Guardian’s nose 
altered back into a torso. The battloid spun lazily, 
righting itself. With a clang, it fell upon the back of the 


pod. 


Holding his ’Tech in place with its tireless metal 
fingers, Nat unslung his Gatling from its mounting 
bracket. As he brought the muzzle of the huge weapon 
to bear, the Valkyrie’s head lasers sliced the Zentraedi 
mecha. 


The plate he had cut away fell into the pilot’s 
chamber; Nat followed it with a long burst from his 
tri-barrel Gatling. There was a short cry as the shells 
wreaked havoc, spilling electricity and blood in the dark 
cockpit. 

As the pod crumpled to the dictate of gravity, Nat’s 
plane taunted reality again, dancing into pt fighter mode 
with hyperalloy grace. Nat dropped back into his 
cushioned seat as the engine nacelles screamed their 
triumph. As his fighter made him a glinting pinprick in 
the sky, First Lieutenant Nathan David Sterme smiled. 


He could do anything in a Valkyrie. 


* 
* * 


Wind snapped at Jessy’s hair and jacket as he 
stepped from the VTOL jet. He gladly drank it in, drew 
the harsh cold air deep into his aching lungs. Spots 
swam in his vision from the heady fumes of aviation 
fuel, but it was better, so much better, than the stench of 
the jungle. 


A pleasingly female voice carried over the tarmac 
and wind. Its tone was inviting, refreshing, and 
infectiously cheerful as only public announcers can be. 


"Welcome to Monument City, a testament to the 
determination of the Robotech Defense Force. In only a 
few short months, the city has been erected amidst the 
ashes of the Zentraedi assault. We hope you enjoy your 
stay here in Monument City, memorial to courage!" 


Jessy heard more, in many other languages; 
Monument was the hub of slowly rebuilding civilization. 
He didn’t notice the nationalities of fellow passengers, 
however. His eyes were too busy looking at the 
sparkling glass of the terminal, the summer-dressed 
woman walking past, and of course the amazing, blessed 
lack of choking vegetation. 


Jessy smiled as sunlight glinted from his mirrored 
pilot’s glasses. It was a great day to be alive. 


* 


*  *# 


The message flashed. Somewhere in the metal heart 
of the base’s computer, a switched clicked on, off, on, 
off. But that most unreliable of working parts, the 
human operator, was off in the controller’s lounge, 
hitting on the colonel’s secretary. Even as he elicited 
laughter from her, his unwatched console display 
became more frantic. 


A passing technician, seeing a deserted screen still 
active, flipped the power off. The control position 
uttered an indignant squawk and kept the news of the 
incoming Zentraedi to itself. 


* 


* OF 


“Hello. My name’s Jessy Romain; I think you have 
aroom?" 


"One moment, sir." 


It felt good to be addressed like that by someone 
who wasn’t a fumbling private seeing your bars for the 
first time. Jessy looked at the clerk, trying to discern 
specific features; was he perhaps a micronized 
Zentraedi? It confused Jessy, the aliens’ mixed 
allegiances: one moment tending a clerk’s desk, next 
destroying vital power stations. He knew enough not to 
think too hard; that was for the upper echelons. 


Jessy removed his shades, folded them, stuck them 
in his pocket. The lobby was suddenly streaming with 
even brighter sunlight which sparked off the brass 
fittings. The clerk came back, a cardkey twirling 
between his fingers, throwing off glints of polished 
sunlight. 


"Room 207, sir. Up the elevator, and to your left. 
Have a pleasant stay." 


Jessy’s reply was obscured by the explosion that 
blew in the glass hotel fronting. 


* 


* * 


"Skydowner, Skydowner, this is Lone Wolf, do you 
copy?” 


Static spit back at Nat through the helmet mike. It 
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was eloquent enough; his wingman was dead. Foolish 
daring had done it to him, as surely as the Zentraedi’s 
guns. Nat hated incompetence. 


No matter. There was only the battle pod now; Nat’s 
wingman was a flame strewn across three streets in the 
city below. 


Nat’s hands toyed with controls, and the Valkyrie 
banked, spun, darted among the deathlight of particle 
beams. Snap went the trigger. 


One two three, faster than the eye or reason, the 
missiles leapt from their wing cradles. Borne on 
grey-white exhaust trails, they pirouetted into the bulk of 
the enemy pod. Sunflare white fading to orange, the 
warheads tore at the alien mecha into metal scraps. 


A light begged for Nat’s attention. His helmeted 
head spun to look, but the incoming missiles were faster. 
Battle-taught reflexes saved him from instant oblivion, 
but no amount of training could have kept him 
unscathed. 


The fragmentation missiles detonated, unraveling 
their substance into supersonic strands of wire. Cut, 
shredded, bleeding oil and energy from a hundred 
gashes, VF-239 dropped violently toward the city. 


* 
* OF 


His glasses had been broken, of course. When the 
world had become blinding flame and choking concrete 
dust, Jessy dove for cover. The shades crinkled into 
shards as he landed on them. They were the first 
casualty, visibly the next. Clouds of dust, the spilled 
blood of the hotel, filled an air otherwise busy with 
screams and cries of agony. 


Stumbling about in a day suddenly tumed to choking 
fog, Jessy found his way into the street. Things were no 
less confused. Sirens wailed, picking up the lament of 
the wounded and dying. 


Jessy wiped the rock-dust from his eyes, moving for 
some obscure purpose toward the people milling around 
a collapsed apartment a block away. As he walked, 
Jessy caught sight of a dark trail leading to a 
hunched-over figure on the ground. 


The man was a caricature of what he had been, a still 
life in red and other hues of death. Jessy tore his eyes 
away, wanting to look at this quiet picture of mortality 
but not daring. 


When he continued down the shattered avenue, his 
bootprints were red. 


* 
* OF 


A line of blood squirmed down Nat’s forehead like a 
purplish-red worm. The irritating flow woke him 
slowly; his battle-exhausted body wanted no more. 


Death had again been tumed away, off to search the 
rubble of. the wounded city. Nat righted himself, 
squinting against the sun that poured into the cockpit in 
warm waves. He blinked once, twice, clearing his eyes 
of smoke and dust. The roar and gun-clatter of battle 
sounded nearby. Nat looked around. 


The Veritech was in Guardian mode, tilted 


drunkenly against a crushed building. Blackened, 
carbonized streaks showed on the concrete facing; they 
were relics of Nat’s last, desperate gunning of the 
thrusters. Only that and the quick transformation into 
the stable Guardian mode had saved his life. 


But his Wolf, his precious Lone Wolf, was hurt. The 
electrical system worked (just barely), but the transform 
servos were burnt to cinders by overwork. 

The ignition of the main thrusters was slow, thining, 
and painful, but soon the Guardian was floating on two 
columns of superheated air. Nat ran his-eyes over the 
instruments; few systems were undamaged. But he was 
still alive, and that was proof enough of his skill. 


Opening the throttle of the secondary engines, Nat 
moved off along the streets, waves of heat rising around 
him. 

* 
x Ok 


Jessy wiped the sweat from his brow, leaving dirt 
streaks there. He set his fingers under the block again, 
pulled. The concrete was powder-dusted roughness on 
his hands. Jessy ground his teeth and flung sweat from 
his hair as the interwound muscles of his back accepted 
the weight of the block. 


"Almost", someone said. 


Heat and pain had become part of Jessy’s world, but 
they redoubled their assault on his senses. The cool 
wind of the morning had disappeared, destroyed by the 
Zentraedi attack. All it had left behind were drying 
husks that faintly stirred the paper litter in the streets. 


“Move aside", said the voice. 


Stepping back, Jessy felt pain flood into his arms 
with the returning circulation. Another man took his 
place, working with a prybar against the stubborn 
building-hunk that had trapped a young woman in the 
dark. 


Supposedly, the city council had requisitioned 
digging equipment from the site where the two SDFs 
were being buried, but the 41 mile trip would take too 
long for most of the important jobs. 


A groan drifted up from between Jessy’s feet, 
breaking apart once it reached sunlight. He knelt, put his 
face to the midnight crack in the wall section. Nothing 
could be seen except the faintest suggestion of darker 
black in the darkness. Jessy almost thought he could see 
the woman reaching for him, this girl he knew only 
because of her pain. 


* 
* OF 


Nat kept the throttle down, but the wind still 
threatened to whip his hair out. Both the wind and the 
sun stung his eyes to slits, making the building and 
wreckage smears of grey. He eased around another 
comer, watching the glints off the broken edges of what 
was left of his cockpit glass. 

He had let his thoughts wander among the isolation, 
knowing there would be no civilians in this nearly level 
wasteland of rubble; this part of the city had been so 
badly razed so many times that it had been decided to 
leave it to the elements. 


So it was that, mind distracted, Nat didn’t see the 
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Zentraedi fighter pod. When the scream of its dive 
finally made him look upward quickly, the nose guns 
were already primed and firing. 


Even if the Guardian’s responses hadn’t been 
sluggish, Nat couldn’t have avoided harm. As it was, he 
got off easy; the beams slammed to ground just beside 
the Veritech’s nose. Nat had just enough time to thing 
himself lucky before the heat/shock wave hit. 


Ultraheated whirling air ripped at everything, 
warping armorplate and bubbling paint. The left side of 
the cockpit crumpled away, overstressed, and Nat was 
left open to the destructive force. 


Nat’s flightsuit was fire-retardent, but it smoldered 
into ash at this onslaught, raveling away from his body. 
With sudden, sharp agony, Nat felt his skin blister and 
flow, exposing muscle that in its turn was shriveled. 
Pain-tautened strands snapped like guywires, so much 
blood confetti in the hurricane wind. Red drops 
splattered on the seat, the dash, were flung swirling into 
the air. Nat realized through the pain that the Guardian 
was veering out of control. 


Motion stopped abruptly as a wall crunched the 
Valkyrie. Brick rained hard against the foredeck, 
spattering Nat’s raw wounds with abrasive dust. At the 
same time, he was thrown forward, and a scream 
escaped him (or did it just continue?) as the restraining 
straps bit into his flesh. That pain was over all too 
quickly, as the harness parted and Nat’s stomach was 
filled with a sickening lurching as he was thrown 
violently forward against the dash, half out of the 
cockpit. 


Consciousness faded as he lay slumped over the nose 
of his ship. The last thing he saw was a slow red trickle 
spoiling the clean finish of the nose; the last he felt a 
prickly-white sensation in his chest and stomach. 


Finally, overtaxed, the Valkyrie expired. As the 
control system went down, the generators exploded, 
blowing the ’Tech’s legs to shrapnel. The fuselage, 
mostly unharmed, settled heavily on the burnt stumps. 


The Zentraedi fighter pod, satisfied, banked away 
gracefully. 


* 
* OF 


Gently, ever so gently, they set the young woman on 
a makeshift stretcher. Jessy cradled her shoulder, feeling 
the bones like china under the skin. He stepped back as 
they tried to ease her pain. 


She was almost unconscious with agony, but Jessy 
could tell she would have been pretty. Now her brown 
hair was a tangled mess, knotted and musty. Abrasions 
marred her face and arms. 


But her leg, oh dear God her leg. It was smashed 
into uselessness, hammered nearly out of existence by 
the weight of the rubble that fell on it. Jessy had seen 
death before, but not like this. On the battlefield, death 
was made quick and corpseless by laser and HE missiles. 
There was the man he had seen when coming here, of 
course; but that seemed long ago, and acted out by 
someone else. 


Now, cizzy with the sense of hurt in the air, Jessy 
wandered away. Behind him, a pale-faced survivor tried 
to softly towel away the pain on the girl’s face. 


Later, he didn’t remember how he came into the 
desolation of broken buildings. He only could recall the 
girl’s twisted face, her weight in his arms, her pain in his 
mind. 


He came up on the Veritech quite by accident. 
Stepping around a comer, he heard the slow flickering of 
belated flames. Before him, they licked unambitiously 
along an oil pool. He looked up further, noticed the 
warped metal merged with the brick. It seemed natural, 
right; at first he was loath to touch it. Then he saw the 
man. 


The pilot was hurt very badly. His left side was 
horribly burned, blistered and caked into crinkly 
overcooked hotdog skin. Blood trickled slowly from 
somewhere under him. His face was bruised to purple, 
an overripe plum on the Veritech’s white surface. 


Bracing himself on the rubble he had climbed, Jessy 
cautiously turned the man over. Shard upon cracked 
glaze shard of cockpit glass was driven neatly into the 
chest and stomach of the pilot. Around the wounds, 
blood pulsed slowly; other than this, there were no signs 
of life. : 


As he began to pull the blood-slippery glass from the 
wounds, Jessy noticed his hands were trembling. He 
wondered how that would affect his piloting. He was 
still thinking about this when he tore his shirt into strips 
and used it to staunch the pilot’s blood flow. 


* 
* # 


Nat never flew again. The doctors did get to him 
quickly; the Valkyrie’s beacon was one of the few 
systems still operating, having been build for 
high-impact. Despite their best efforts, though, the 
doctors simply had too little to work with. Nat’s left 
hand was amputated, and use of his left leg was 
thereafter limited. His facial scarring was almost 
corrected by cosmetic surgery. 


Even after Jessy returned to his Brazilia post, Nat 
corresponded with him. He felt obligated; only Jessy’s 
timely assistance had saved Nat’s life. After a while, the 
meager life and interest in the letters faded. Jessy never 
had the time or inclination to write back. 


Two months after his crash, Nathan David Sterned 
picked up his military-issue sidearm with his remaining 
hand and put a tunnel through his head. 


Three months after his leave in Monument City, 
Jessy was assigned to a patrol wing. His first mission 
was an overfly of a suspected Zentraedi base on the 
Jura River, deep in the jungle. 


Thirty minutes into their scheduled flightplan, RDF 
Patrol Group 751 was attacked by Zentraedi battle pods. 
There were no survivors. 


And no one cried. A 


For Bravery Under Fire... 
By Jeremy Trabue 


The author, Jeremy Trabue, tells us “ This story was 
inspired, indirectly, by Jack McKinney. When he 
mentions in one of the novels that Lisa has two 
decorations for bravery under fire, I got to thinking: 
where could she have gotten them? Near as I could tell, 
she is too young to have been involved directly with the 
Global Civil War, and it’s mentioned before the fighting 
with the Zentraedi breaks out. The only thing I could 
think of was perhaps something to do with the 
anti-unification uprisings early after the arrival of the 
SDF-1. Here’s my idea about how she got them... 

I would like to dedicate this to my 11th grade math 
teacher, Mrs McKenzie, because most of it was written 
in her class while I should have been doing my 
geometry.” 


1830 HOURS 
27 OCTOBER 2004 
RDF ACADEMY, LAKE MICHIGAN DISTRICT 


“Company, dis-missed!" the DI’s (Drill Instructor’s) 
voice rang out across the open courtyard. The setting 
sun ignited the clouds of the Western sky, and the 
breeze, though faint, carried the bitter promise of 
oncoming winter. 

The thirty-two cadets turned in unison, a perfection 
born of two years of constant drilling. They took two 
steps forward, then broke formation and headed as a 
group for the mess hall across the compound. The drab 
concrete building was barely big enough to serve as the 
mess and the serving bar started practically at the 
doorway, so about three-fourths of the cadets would be 
outside as the meal began. They moved into a single file 
line governed by a sort of unofficial pecking order, with 
the senior cadets enjoying the cover of the building first 
and longest. 

Lisa allowed herself a smile as she picked up her 
tray, remembering two infinite years ago standing dead 
last, shivering in the rain. She was now at the head of 
the line, just as she was at the head of the Robotech 
Adademy’s first graduating class. She noticed that the 
newest batch of plebes had begun their share of KP 
(Kitchen Patrol) - one in particular caught her attention 
because of his sullen expression and the way he squinted 
in the bright light of the mess hall. Nobody liked KP, 
but this lad seemed downright unhappy. She read his 
nametag, "WOLFF", and chuckled. Should read, 
“WOLFF IN SHEEP’S CLOTHING", she thought. 

Her shoes clicked on the concrete floor as she 
walked away from the polished aluminum of the serving 
bar towards her table. Mixed aromas and snatches of 
conversation wafted past her as she sat down in the same 
place she always sat: second table from the right, third 
from the front. Setting her tray down on the familiar 
scratched surface of the table, she regarded its contents: 
instant whipped potatoes, green beans, a roll, a lonely 
pat of butter, and some dubious looking fried chicken. 
Two years ago, Lisa Hayes, the Admiral’s daughter, 
weaned on Perrier and caviar, wouldn’t have touched 
this unremarkable menagerie of colors and smells with 
the proverbial ten foot pole. Lisa Hayes the tired, 
hungry cadet saw it as manna from heaven and dug in 
greedily. She was a quarter of the way done by the time 
Ellen McKinnon sat down beside her. Ellen was a head 
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taller, with thick, dark red hair, almond brown eyes and 
was two years older than Lisa. She was quick to anger 
but quicker to laugh, the perfect foil for the quiet, 
reserved Lisa. 

Neither spoke until both had scraped their trays 
clean. Food was a rare and precious commodity at the 
academy, and one simply did not interrupt a meal if one 
could possibly avoid it. Ellen exhaled loudly as she 
finished her last bite and turned to the quietly waiting 
Lisa. 

"Well", she said, “it’s a damn good thing we’re 
getting outta here tomorrow... I think my feet will 
absolutely fall off if I have to march another mile." 

"Don’t forget the graduation ceremony 
pass-in-review tomorrow", Lisa reminded her. 

Ellen rolled her eyes and groaned. “And I thought I 
was safe!" 

"Don’t bet on it! Not until your bags are packed and 
you’re on the plane." 

"Yeah, I don’t imagine they drill much on Mars, 
huh?", Ellen laughed. 

"No, I don’t imagine they do", Lisa replied. 

"Speaking of which... have you heard from Karl 
lately? It’s been a while, hasn’t it?" 

“Lisa blushed ever so slightly but she smiled and a 
magic sparkle filled her eyes. “There should have been a 
letter on the shuttle that landed Monday, so I should get 
it in a couple days, Friday, maybe." 

“Assuming he wrote you", Ellen countered. 

"This is true", Lisa admitted, “and if he didn’t, I'll 
pst kill him. Simple!". 

"That sounds about fair." 

“Aren’t I always? Men are like children or puppies - 
you have to be firm but fair." 

“Hey, speaking of firm but fair, did you get the word 
from your dad yet? For sure?" 

A flash of excitement ran across Lisa’s face. "Yes! 
His transport’s scheduled to come in to Grand Rapids 
early tomorrow morning. Your mom’s still coming, 
right?" 

"Yeah, my! She’s sort of making a family vacation 
out of it. I’ve got an aunt and uncle that live just outside 
of Detroit, and we’re going to spend a week or so there," 
her face screwed up and she stuck out her tongue -EECH 
- "and then we’ll take them back to Norfolk with us and 
spend the rest of my forlough there." 

A somber mood suddenly took hold as the two 
young women realized that after a few short days they 
wouldn’t be seeing each other for a very long time. Lisa 
had her billet to Sera in the pocket, and Ellen had 
requested an assignment to the SDF-1, which she was 
likely to get, and even if she didn’t, she wouldn’t be 
going to Sera. She wanted a piece of the action and it 
wasn’t at Mars Base Sera, a scientific observatory 
/research station. 

Both had known these facts before, but they had 
always seemed like an abstraction - “when we graduate" 
a meaningless phrase. But now it was real, it was here, 
and the certainty of their upcoming separation finally 
began to sink in. 

A moment of awkward silence passed but it was 
mercifully cut short by an angry buzzer announcing the 
end of evening mess. They snapped up and pushed in 
their chairs with the rest of the class, and the room 
resounded with the screech of the metal-capped legs on 
the concrete floor. The omnipresent conversational 
murmur dribbled off into silence as they picked up their 


plastic trays and "sporks" and stacked them on the 
counter to the dishroom. 

They filed out in reverse order, the senior cadets 
enjoying the protection of the building longest. As they 
moved across the compound, now dark, a strong wind 
carrying the stench of Lake Michigan blew across the 
quiet base. 


2155 HOURS 
27 OCTOBER 2004 
SOMEWHERE IN DOWNTOWN CHICAGO 


The room was dark, as were the men who inhabited 
it and the thoughts they shared. They whispered their 
plans, even though no one who would have cared was 
within miles of their dismal hole. They were members 
of a dying breed that had no intention of going quietly. 
Born out of a misplaced sense of nationalism, they felt it 
was their solemn duty to make sure that their once proud 
nation never became part of any “unified World 
Government". They had cousins all over the globe, 
whose dislike for each other was overcome only by their 
fanatical opposition to the UWG in all of its 
manifestations. They were determined to destroy it no 
matter what the cost. 


2200 HOURS 
27 OCTOBER 2004 
RDF ACADEMY, LAKE MICHIGAN DISTRICT 


It was their final class before their somewhat harsher 
on-this-job training took over, so there was apprehension 
and fear mixed in with the overwhelming pride of 
accomplishment visible on the faces of the students. To 
the teacher, an old naval aviator and grizzled veteran of 
Nicaragua, the Twelve-Day Gulf War, and the ensuing 
Global Civil War, it was just another class. But he 
couldn’t help hoping these young men and women 
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would not have to face the horrors he had at their. age. 
He hoped, but he didn’t believe. 

A buzzer made the announcement, for better or for 
worse, that the class was ended. The cadets departed 
with a shuffling noise of papers being rearranged and the 
staccato reports of books being slammed shut, filing out 
the door and down the hall, making a clicking and 
clacking noise on the hard floor and filling the air with 
soft murmur of excited conversations. Lisa had gone 
about ten feet when a new cadet, "MORROW", his name 
tag read, scurried up apprehensively. 

“Are you Lisa Hayes, Ma’am?", he asked, stepping 
awkwardly in front of her. 

"Yes," she replied in her quiet, almost timid voice, 
“may I help you?" 

He offered an envelope and an explanation. “The 
officer of the watch told me to deliver this to you, 
Ma’am." 

“Thank you", she replied, taking the envelope and 
tuming down the hall to rejoin her classmates. 

“Um, excuse me, Ma’am, I need your signature on 
this", he said, nervously, holding up a clipboard and a 
ball-point pen. She turned and complied, at which point 


\. the poor fellow slithered back the perpendicular corridor 


and rounded the corner out of Lisa’s sight. She looked 
down at the envelope, which, illuminated by the strong 
fluorescent lights, had a sort of sterile appearance. In 
typed letters in the center it said, simply enough, 
“CADET LISA HAYES", BUT SHE FELT HER 
INSIDES TURN TO ICE AS SHE READ THE 
RETURN ADDRESS PRE-PRINTED IN THE 
UPPER-LEFT HAND CORNER: "ADM. HAYES, 
QUAGMIRE AIR STATION, ALASKA DISTRICT". 
She knew what it said even as she tore it open, slowly 
resuming her walk down the corridor. She took out the 
crisply folded letter, written on the finest paper, and 
cautiously unfolded it. She instantly recognized the long 
fluid handwriting of her father’s personal secretary. 

"My dearest Lisa", she read as she entered the 
barracks room. "I’m eternally sorry that very important 
work has kept me...” 

She walked briskly through the brightly lit sleeping 
quarters, which were buzzing with activity and 
conversation, her face seemingly buried intently in the 
letter, and passed into the bathroom. 

Outside, in the main sleeping area for Company "A", 
uniforms were meticulously preened over, shoes 
spit-shined, hat covers hand scrubbed, and hair trimmed, 
along side a thousand other activities, as everyone was 
making everything perfect for tomorrow’s ceremony, 
except for the unit’s most perfect cadet, who was in the 
shower sobbing, her tears hidden by the cascade of 
steaming water. 


0045 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
AN ALLEY IN DOWNTOWN CHICAGO 


The truck rolled to a stop on the rutted asphalt with 
an audible clinkety-clank. The men in the shadows 
winced visibly at the noise. After they had convinced 
themselves, against their "better" judgement, that the 
noise had not brought the entire metropolitan police 
force down upon their little alley, they moved towards 
the gray truck. Faded black stenciled letters on the side 
read: "DR. ZIN’S INSTRUMENT REPAIR, FOR THE 
MUSICIAN WHO LIKES TO PLAY, NOT PAY". 
They unloaded eighteen scruffy violin cases while their 
dubious leader conversed briefly with the driver, then 
handed him a plain brown paper bag. 

The driver quickly leafed through the contents, 
making asure a sufficient amount was enclosed, as the 
last case was brought off and the door quietly closed. 
The driver then slipped the truck into gear and rolled off 


into the black moming. 


0530 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
RDF ACADEMY, LAKE MICHIGAN DISTRICT 


All of the cadets were awake before the DI came into 
the room, their internal alarm clocks arousing them 
about five minutes earlier. When he tumed on the lights, 
they arose quickly, rubbing the sleep out of their eyes. 
The naked 100-watt bulbs’ bright illumination seemed 
slightly unreal in the face of the darkness outside the 
window. 

This moming was exactly like any other these past 
twenty-four months, except that it was completely 
different. Beds were made, quarters bounced, 
footlockers straightened, dress shoes given a last second 


shine, uniforms laid out on their racks for easy access | 


when they returned, but a sort of electric charge ran 
through the air and on the lips of the cadets - everything 
was made just a little more perfect than the day before. 
However, they still donned their PT (Physical Training) 
gear: plain gray sweats, adorned only by an RDF 
emblem on the breast with the words: "NOTHING 
EXTRANEOUS IN MIND OR BODY" wrapped around 
it, and began their ritual five mile run around the 
academy grounds. People who, two years ago, would 
have sworn that they couldn’t.have run a single 
ten-minute mile now files back into the compound a 
short thirty-five minutes later and fell into the breakfast 
line. The meal passed quickly, without much 
conversation, and soon they were headed back to 
barracks. The running shoes were carefully stowed in 
footlockers, sweats tossed in the company laundry bin 
wordlessly. Everyone hurried into the concrete floored 
shower-room and showered quickly, filling the adjacent 
sleeping hall with the sound of running water. They 
finished, dried off and began changing into the smart 
white dress uniforms. Ellen glanced over at Lisa, who 
was looking into a mirror and critically adjusting a collar 
device on the jacket, and who had been even more quiet 
and introspective than usual. : 

"You alright, Lisa? This is not the day to lose it!" 

Lisa looked up, distracted. "Um, yeah, I’m fine." 
She went back to the rebellious brevet rank pin. 

Ellen stood over Lisa, who saw the reflection of the 
scowl on her face and turned around. She tried to meet 
Ellen’s stare but could not, and cast her eyes down. 

“It’s Karl isn’t it? Didn’t he write you? You silly 
girl, it’s not even due until tomorrow!" 

Lisa continued to look downwards and stifled a sob. 
“No..: no, it’s not Karl. He wouldn’t, I mean, it’s not-" 
She faltered as Ellen continued to bear down on her. 
"It’s my father. He can’t..." there was a pause as Lisa 
wiped the tears from her eyes. “His plane was delayed 
by the weather last night. He wasn’t able to make it - he 
won’t be here today." 

There was a tiny pause; "Jeez, Lisa, I’m really sorry. 
That’s awful", Ellen said as she moved forward to 
comfort her, but Lisa stepped back, sniffled, and looked 
up, giving her collar a final tug. 

“I'll be fine", she said, attempting a smile, "now, 
let’s get a move on, Cadet McKinnon!" She spoke with 
mock authority. “The ceremony starts in less than", she 
glanced at her watch, "seven minutes. Move it, move 
it!" 

Ellen smiled brightly and threw her a mock salute. 
“Aye, aye, Admiral!" 

They shared a well deserved laugh and turned to the 
full length mirror for at last self inspection. Lisa snipped 
a tiny irish pennant off of Ellen’s coat, and, then, 
satisfied, they joined the rest of the company waiting 
restlessly in the lobby for the bells to sound 0800. 
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0900 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
CHICAGO 


If one cared to look, one would fine that there 
were 6 638 people who called in sick to work on October 
28th in the city of Chicago. Of these we’re concerned 
with only a very few - in fact, only eight. These eight 
had not gotten home until after four in the morning, 
having been up all night planning and plotting in a 
downtown basement. These eight had no immediate 
family. They were all in their thirties and were blue 
collar workers. All were members of the Illinois 
National Guard, and all had little American flag stickers 
on the windshields of their cars. They slept deeply, but 
what little conscience they had rode The Nightmare 
through the dark fields of their subsconscious in vain 
protest against their decision of the previous night. 


1200 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
RDF ACADEMY, LAKE MICHIGAN DISTRICT 


Even at noon, the freshly cut grass of the academy’s 
parade grounds was still wet and the sun had yet to burn 
through the heavy grey overcast. They said that the 
longer autumn lasted, the harsher winter would be, and 
Michigan had yet to see its first frost. Winter was 
coming, though, and it promised to be cold indeed. 

In the culmination of the official ceremonies, the 
entire graduating class tramped past the stand full of flag 
officers in a pass-in-review. When "eyes right" was 
called, Lisa, as ranking cadet in her company, snapped 
her head 45 degrees to the right and brought up her hand 
in sharp salute. She saw the brass in the stand rise and 
solemnly retum their salutes. They were in their fifties, 
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but aged beyond their years by war and worry about the 
future. 

As Lisa looked on, all she could think about was her 
father. He was not actually required to be there - his 
work was very important - but he had promised. He 
promised Lisa he’d be there. And he wasn’t. But wasn’t 
this the curse that their family had to bear? That work 
could snatch her father away at any time, without notice, 
without explanation? But this was different! Couldn’t 
he even be here for her graduation? 

All this flashed through her mind in the few seconds 
it took the officers to return their salutes. She brought 
her hand down, and, at "eyes front", snapped her head 
back to the front, never letting the tempest in her mind 
flick across her face. 

The rest of the sixty some-odd students in the class 
paraded by and they formed up for the dismissal and 
unofficial culmination. The commander thanked them, 
congratulated them, and then dismissed them. The roar 
was deafening. The future leaders of Earth’s defenders 
whooped, hollared, hugged, kissed, shook hands, wept, 
and sent up a shower of spotless white and black 
combination covers. They had made it. 

Ellen, laughing with pure elation, sought out Lisa, 
who appeared to be slightly disoriented, clutching her 
hat tightly. She had tried to toss it away but some last 
second impulse had made her change her mind. 

"Lisa", Ellen cried out between gasps for breath, "I 
can’t believe it! We made it!" 

Lisa smiled slowly and hugged her friend. "Yeah", 
she said through unseen tears, "Yeah, we made it. We 
sure as hell did." A lone hat flew through the hair. 


1555 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
CHICAGO 


The eight were abroad. They quietly assembled 
downtown in a dirty brown Ford Econoline that one of 
their members had “appropriated” from a used car 
dealership the previous week. They drove for about an 
hour as the tired but alert men in the back loaded 
individual rounds into dull black magazines and readied 
bombs made with material stolen from the National 
Guard. They discussed in hushed tones the plans for the 
night. They were nervous but excited; excited to finally 
be putting words into action. They were often, in the 
press, referred to as “the Anti-Unification League"; in 
fact, like any good insurgent group, they were more of 
an "un-organization" - many isolated groups of fanatics 
operating independently. They saw themselves as 
freedom fighters; the last chance for America to regain 
her dignity as a nation, before she was subjugated and 
cowed into the "United Earth Government". 

They rolled to a stop on a dusty side road on an 
alternate route to the academy. The truck stopped at the 
first turn, a sharp curve to the right. The narrow road 
was hemmed in closely by dense oaks, bare except for a 
few holdouts who refused to succumb to gravity. The 
ground was littered with the multi-colored corpses of 
their brothers. 

Everyone piled out of the creaky back door and 
unloaded the packages within, grunting and sweating 
under the weight. When that was finished, they put their 
shoulders to the side of the truck, and at first straining, 
and then with a final heave, pushed the rusting van onto 
it’s side with a jarring crash. Weapons and ammunition 
were distributed, and the plan was gone over once more 
before they began to move into action. Several 
sawhorses and three large barrels were taken, one at a 
time, back a little ways into the woods by four of them. 
One, taking a small walkie-talkie, took off at a quick job 
for the freeway. Then they began to dig into the soft 
black earth, throwing fountains of dirt into the air. The 
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others crouched down around the overturned Econoline, 
making sure that they could not be seen from the road, 
and waited, talking quietly amongst themselves. 


1620 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
RDF ACADEMY, LAKE MICHIGAN DISTRICT 


Lisa had spent most of her time sort of hovering 
behind Ellen as she talked happily with her family. 
Several of the flag officers had come and congratulated 
Lisa, both in an official capacity, for being the top in her 
class, and also personally; she had known many of these 
men since she was a baby. Admirals’ kids formed a 
pretty exclusive club, and she had grown up playing with 
their children. In fact, Karl was pretty much the first 
friend she’d ever had whose father wasn’t an Admiral of 
some sort. And it was to him that she’d been drawn to, 
to so much more than friendship. She pondered these 
strange circumstances as she shadowed Ellen, who was 
giving her family an imprompty tour of the academy 
grounds. 

Since its roots were firmly in Naval tradition, the 
Academy’s curriculum included basic seamanship and 
sailing lessons. It had been Ellen’s favorite time of the 
entire two years. She grew up on Chesapeake Bay and 
claimed that she could sail before she learned to walk. 
Somehow Lisa doubted the strict literal truth of this, but 
Ellen did have the highest marks of anyone in sailing. 
So, it was natural that the "tour" found its way down to 
the boathouse. The conversation died slowly as they 
went out into the cold autumn air, their overcoats 
flapping in the steady wind blowing in off the water. 
Ellen smiled faintly and took in a deep breath, and her 
mother, a tall, gray-haired woman in a heavy tweed 
overcoat, reached out her hand and grasped Ellen’s. Her 
mother’s sister stood together with her husband and their 


young son, a boy of about six with light brown hair 
wearing a tiny pale blue suit. His tie fluttered in the 
ubiquitous wind, and the moon was evident in the clear 
blue sky. The child broke the introspective silence by 
pointing to a slowly moving group of multi-colored 
lights on the horizon. 

“What’s that?" he asked. Ellen squeezed and then 
released her mother’s hand, scooped him up and held 
him tight. 

“Well, Dennis", she said slowly, squingint out onto 
the foggy lake, "that is a big container ship out of 
Buffalo, I bet, and she’s probably heading for Chicago, 
bringing iron ore up from Pennsylvania." 

"Oh", he said quietly. Then he looked up at Ellen. 
"What’s ore?" 

She stood for a moment, unsure of what to say, and 
then simply began to laugh. Everyone joined in and 
Dennis’ mother took him in her arms and said, “Ore is 
metal people dig out of the ground, honey." 

“Oh", he said again. 

Lisa looked at her watch and stood up on tip-toe to 
whisper in Ellen’s ear. "You had better hurry up the 
tour’ if we want to-have time to get ready for the 
banquet." 

Ellen looked over at her family and suggested that 
they head back; the small group made its way back up 
the gentle slope towards the lighted buildings ahead. 


1700 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
US HIGHWAY 31 


A large white truck sped past the scraggly thatch of 
bushes, oblivious that the orchestrators of its doom lie in 
wait within. The advance man hidden in the foliage 
pressed the transmit button on the Sony walkie-talkie 
three times in rapid succession. 
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1700 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
THE VAN 


The signal was received. Before the static of the last 
transmission died out, four of the men crouched in the 
darkened wood lifted the sawhorses and sprinted down 
the potholed surface. One of the men from the van set 
out a ground flare and lit it, the bright flame illuminating 
a circle about twenty feet in diameter and casting weird, 
wavering shadows as it fluttered in the wind. The men 
with the sawhorses ran out onto the highway, placed 
them on the rough surface, and connected the battery 
wires to the lights, which began blinking in bright 
orange incandescence. They then scurried back into 
cover even as the lights of the catering truck poked up 
over the rise. The driver of the truck saw the flashlight 
beacon and slowed to a stop, his headlights shining on 
the detour arows pointing to the narrow side road. 

“Damn", he said, glancing at the dashboard clock 
and then over at his companion, "we’re gonna be late." 

"C’est la vie." 

The driver scowled and put the old truck into gear as 
he turned on to the side road, accelerating slowly. No 
sooner had they reached the first bend that they saw the 
flare and a man waving his hands wildly. 

"DAMN!" the driver shouted, braking the truck to 
stop. “If it’s not one GOD-DAMNED thing, it’s a 
GOD-DAMNED ’ nother!" 

The man waving his hands ran up and stopped 
beside the door, motioning for the driver to roll down the 
window. He did so, and the man outside raised a 
silenced automatic pistol and shot the astonished driver 
in the face. As blood sprayed across his side of the 
cabin, he fell backwards, open-mouthed, into the other 
man’s lap. The passenger’s jaw dropped in shock. He 
started to open his door but the man outside straightened 
his arm and fired again, even as the door unlatched. The 
round struck the thin man’s forehead with a loud crack. 
His eyes opened wide in disbelief as he fell backwards 
out of the door to the asphalt below with a solid thud. 
The two spent cartridges hit the pavement and bounced 
into the grass with an almost bell-like tinkle. 

The man pulled the first body out of the cabin and 
climbed inside. He set the automatic on the dashboard 
and quickly began to wipe the blood off the interior of 
the truck with a wet cloth. Two others ran out of the 
*wrecked’ van and began to strip the bodies. Once they 
were finished, they dragged the dead caterers thirty feet 
back into the naked trees, dumped them in the shallow 
graves that they had dug, and hurriedly shoveled dirt and 
underbrush over the corpses. The four who had put out 
the sawhorses retrieved them, met the scout, and hurried 
back to the scene of the crime, where they quickly buried 
the sawhorses as well. 

Once these tasks were completed, all eight gathered 
around the oversized white truck. Two of them, who 
were short-order cooks in Chicago, changed into the 
white uniforms, making them fit as best they could, and 
were given last minute instructions. The cabin was 
searched for the vital papers that would get them onto 
the base. They were found, predictably, in the glove 
compartment. 

Everything was running according to plan and past a 
little behind schedule as the remaining six piled into the 
back of the truck. They gently rearranged the boxes and 
crates to allow a tiny bit of room at the back, packed 
themselves and the three heavy barrels into the darkened 
space and hoped that it would be enough. After a short, 
but bumpy, ride, the truck rolled to a stop at the academy 
gates. 

Two bundled guards approached the truck casually, 
holding long assault rifles easily in their gloved hands. 
One broke off to the left and one came around to the 


driver’s side, where the window was quickly being 
lowered. 

"Papers, please", the sentry said gruffly, his breath 
puffing in the falling temperature. 

The driver offered them wordlessly, his eyes 
downcast. The guard scanned them quickly, flipping 
through the several pages, and then handed back and 
shouted to his companion. “Okay, Ed. Check the back." 

Ed walked around to the back slowly, grasped the 
double latches firmly, and turned. They protested at 
first, and then snapped loose with a rusty pop. He swung 
the doors open, the hinges squeeking as they rotated, and 
peered into the dark interior. 

His friend looked up at the driver. "Cold, eh? Bet 
it’ll start snowing in a few days. Got to soon." He 
waited for a reply. The driver nodded slowly, and 
seemed about to answer when Ed called out loudly from 
behind the truck. 

"SHIT!", he cursed, falling to the ground with a loud 
thud. 

His friend, who had been mbbing his hands together 
vigorously, in attempt to keep them warm while he 
waited, turned and shouted, his voice carrying an edge of 
concern and fear. "Ed! You okay?" He brought up his 
rifle as he took a few steps back from the dark mass of 
the truck. The rumble of its engine filled the night air. 

He was answered by a loud chuckle. "Yeah, I’m 
fine. Must be getting stiff in my old age. Slipped on the 
fuckin’ bumper and fell on my butt. Everything’s fine 
back here." the door slammed shut with a loud metallic 
clang, and the guard at the front lowered his rifle once 
more as he and his companion, rubbing his backside, 
walked towards the guardhouse, where Ed pushed a 
small white button on a scratchy console just inside the 
doorway. The gate, made of chainlink fence, slid open 
with a raspy grating noise and the truck rolled through 
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slowly. 


1728 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
COMPANY "A" MAIN BARRACKS, RDF ACADEMY 


Ellen turned and waved to her family once more 
before continuing her climb up the barrack steps. They 
and the other families were headed towards the 
administration building, where the base CO 
(Commanding Officer) would be giving a short slide 
show/lecture before the banquet, which was scheduled to 
begin at 1800. As they went into the main lobby, one of 
the cadets was looking out of a window curiously. 

She turned and saw Lisa and Ellen entering the 
room. 

"Hey, you guys. What d’ya figure that is?" she said, 
pointing out the window. They stopped, turned, and 
peered over her shoulders just in time to see the white 
truck pulling out of sight behind the galley. 

“Well, I’m not the brightest cadet in this academy, 
but right off hand I’d say it’s a truck!" Ellen said with 
exaggerated slowness. 

Lisa tried to hide her smile as the younger girl 
looked up and spoke, an expression of disgust on her 
round face. 

“Ellen... thanks. And here all this time I thought it 
was a helicopter. Where would we be without you?" 
She tumed to Lisa in hopes of a more serious answer. 

Ellen shrugged with false modesty as Lisa’s smile 
melted away to be replaced by pursed lips and furrowed 
eyebrows. She considered for a moment before her face 
lit up. “I bet it’s the caterers. They hired some catering 
service from the city to do dinner tonight. But it’s 
supposed to start in half an hour, isn’t it? They must be 
late.” 

“Dammit!", exclaimed Ellen. "I guess that means 
it’l] be delayed, huh?" 

As if in divine answer to Ellen’s question, the 
loudspeaker came to life, announcing: “Attention all 
hands and special guests. Dinner will be delayed until 
1820 hours. Please excuse any inconvenience this may 
cause. That is all." It shut off wiht a crackle of static, 
leaving the room silent for a fraction of a second, until 
dozens of moans, groans, and other complaints about 
condition of the universe in general sprunt up. 

"Dammit", Ellen exclaimed again, "that sucks! I’m 
starving." 

The girl who had been watching out the window 
stood and stretched. “Well, there’s not much to be done 
about it."Ellen *>humphed?’ and stalked off towards their 
room, Lisa close behind. In a typical ’hurry up and wait’ 
situation, everyone was getting out of the service dress 
whites and showering, then changing into the even more 
formal dinner dress uniforms, just in time to sit around 
twenty-five minutes waiting for the banquet to start. 

“T wonder what they’ll do with the guests?" Lisa 
asked as she unbuttoned her dress coat. 

"Oh, probably just keep ’em in admin. I don’t doubt 
the ability of the old man to BS an additional twenty 
minutes, not one bit", Ellen answered as she took off her 
uncomfortable (but well shined) shoes. 

There was a pause as Lisa thought about that, 
carefully hanging up the coat and starting on her shirt. 
Then she spoke. “Are you leaving in the moming?" 

Ellen also thought for a moment before answering. 
She tossed her uniform into the bottom of her closet as 
she undressed. “Yeah... my aunt brought her old Taurus 
up and we’re all going to pile in there first thing 
tomorrow... it’s a couple hours to Detroit and mom 
wants to be there for luach. My aunt’s a really good 
cook." Another awkward silence followed until Lisa 
looked over and saw Ellen’s treatment of her discarded 
dress whites. 


"Ellen! What are you doing? They’ll wrinkle!" She 
tried to sound scolding but her heart was not really in it. 

"Don’t be stupid, Lisa. It’s not like we have to stand 
inspection tomorrow or anything!" Ellen snapped. 

Lisa, who was reaching for a neatly folded towel to 
wrap herself in, withered under the sharp attack. "I’m 
sorry, Ellen. I guess it’s just force of habit. I didn’t 
mean anything by it." 

Ellen saw the hurt in her pale-skinned friend’s eyes 
and immediately regretted it. "I’m the one who should 
be sorry, Lisa. That was uncalled for... You know, I 
was just thinking, maybe you could ride to my aunt’s 
house and have lunch. I’m sure they wouldn’t mind, 
and..." Her voice faded away to nothing as she saw Lisa, 
finally securing the towel and reaching for her shampoo, 
shake her head slowly. 

“My father already got me a ticket back home. Not 
that anybody will be there", she tried smiling but failed 
miserably, "but I want to pick up some things before I 
leave. You know, just little things, personal stuff." She 
turned and opened the door, mumbling, "I’m sorry, 
thanks anyway", as she fled down the hall, her voice 
breaking apart. 

"Lisa - wait -" Ellen hung out the doorway as she 
called in vain to the receding, whose hair was bouncing 
freely as she ran down the hall and disappeared into the 
showers. "Damn", she said quietly as she fell back into 
the room and hastily grabbed her towel and shampoo 
before running after Lisa. 


1730 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
MAIN GALLEY, RDF ACADEMY 


The truck rolled to a stop on the wet grass behind the 
outwardly drab building. Two men got out of the front 
cabin, looking rather silly in their ill-fitting chef’s long 
white aprons and tall chef’s hats. They talked briefly 
with several uniformed men who came out to greet them 
and then began unloading the truck in a sort of an 
assembly line - one of the chefs got up into the back of 
the truck and handed the boxes carefully, one at a time, 
to the other chef, who handed them to one of the enlisted 
SS (Sustenance Specialists), who gave them to a second 
SS, who took them and set them down in the kitchen. 
When they were finished, the taller of the two chefs, 
who was in the back of the truck, curtly dismissed the 
enlisted men and then disappeared back into the truck for 
a moment, relaying information to his hidden 
companions in a low, hurried voice, and then backed 
towards the opening, turned, and jamped to the ground. 
He closed the doors but did not latch them. Finished 
with this task, the turned and followed his companion 
into the warm building. 


1815 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
MAIN GALLEY, RDF ACADEMY 


Lisa and Ellen were both subdued as they met 
Ellen’s family in the courtyard and walked with them to 
the galley. Neither knew quite what to think of events 
recently past. It had not really been a fight, Lisa 
reflected, but still everything seemed wrong somehow. 
It wasn’t fair, she thought. Ellen’s mind ran in the same 
direction and as a steward showed her mother, aunt, 
uncle and cousin in through the metal door, she and Lisa 
dropped back for a moment. She looked down at the 
ground and flexed her fingers, trying to think of 
something intelligent to say, but gave up and just started 
talking. “Lisa, this is stupid. I’m sorry I blew up in your 
face. I was just... just... I don’t know." 

Lisa spoke softly, slowly at first. “It’s okay. 1 
shouldn’t have been so waspish. I guess I’m just afraid 
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to leave. As much as we both want to get out of here, as 
much as | want to see Karl, I’m just afraid to leave here. 
I will miss you so much", she hugged her friend tightly, 
surprising Ellen, who then returned it in good measure, 
"that I don’t know what I'll do." Ellen opened her mouth 
but Lisa interrupted. "Don’t say anything. I’ll start to 
cry and then we’ll both look like idiots." She 
disengaged herself as they both laughed quietly and 
snuffled a little bit. 

Another family approached the galley, sending them 
bouncing into the warm, brightly lit room, Ellen 
deferring to Lisa out of long established habit. Once 
they had taken a few steps, they stopped, astonished. 
The entire time that they had been here, the galley had 
been dull, monotonous, boring - plain concrete floors, 
folding tables, plastic chairs, and whitewashed walls. 
Now, the floor was covered with carpet, the chairs were 
wooden with plush velvet seats and backs, the tables the 
same but covered with colorful linen tablecloths and the 
walls were decked with streamers. Ellen’s family was 
standing just off to the side, waiting, curious expressions 
on their faces."Well", Lisa said, after regaining her 
composure, “this is quite a change!" 

Ellen replied "I’d say so", and proceeded to do so, 
explaining to her family the room’s previous 
unremarkable appearance as they walked across the 
blue-gray carpet. Lisa found herself headed for the same 
old spot. It was comfy; it felt right. So there she sat, and 
Ellen and her entourage followed. When a 
frayed-looking petty officer passed by the table, Ellen’s 
aunt asked if something couldn’t be found to boost up 
little Dennis. 

The man did a quick double-take and then said “I'll 
see what I can do, ma’am", and then hurried off to 
continue his errand. 

After a few moments spent in polite conversation, a 
first-quarter cadet in a tuxedo arrived to take their 
orders, one of three basic menu options: chicken 
teriyaki, icelandic cod, or lasagna. Desert would be 
Baked Alaska or peach cobbler. The choice of 
beverages ran the gambit from Don Perignon ’00 to 
orange juice. Quite a change, indeed. 

When it became apparent that Dennis’ booster chair 
was not going to be forthcoming, his mother took him 
into her lap and absent-mindedly began to straighten his 
wispy brown hair. The room buzzed with conversation 
as its hungry occupants waited for dinner to arrive. 


1835 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
THE TRUCK 


The doors of the truck opened slowly, with a faint 
but audible creak. A man dressed in thick, dark clothing, 
his face and neck smeared with shoe polish and a black 
wook cap pulled down over his ears, jumped out and 
landed in a crouch, moving his submachinegun in a wide 
semi-circle as he surveyed his surroundings. The noise 
of the banquet drifted past his ears, but he quickly 
categorized it as non-threatening and waved his 
comrades out of the truck. While the first man 
continued his watch, the others unloaded three plain 
black 55 gallon drums. One was immediately rolled into 
the kitchen and placed inside a lower cabinet. The two 
who brought it in quickly exited and one of the two 
chefs reached inside, activated the detonator’s timing 
device, closed the cabinet door, and went back to the 
Baked Alaska he was preparing. 

Outside, the six men split into two groups of three - 
two men to carry the barrel and one to act as 
scout/escort. After a last minute conference they split 
up, slinking into the shadows behind the dark concrete 
buildings. 

The academy was built around the core of an older, 


smaller facility, and at its center, facing in towards the 
courtyard, were the three main buildings: the galley, the 
operations/administration building, and a large 
dormitory building. These three were the largest and 
most expensive buildings on the base, making all three 
attractive targets, and they were also the closest, making 
them logical choices for the manual delivery of the 
heavy devices.The first group headed towards the 
barracks. After a laborious joumey around the outskirts 
of the compound - they couldn’t risk walking across the 
middle - they entered through a rear door, unlocked by 
the scout, who had gone in a low window. The barrel 
was taken down the hall, around the corner and down a 
single flight of stars into the boiler room. It was rolled 
into the comer where the fuel oil was stored, and primed. 
The three exited by the same route, and then scurried 
back towards the truck, still using the shadows for cover. 

The second group had a slightly shorter route, to the 
ops/admin building, which they entered through a 
similar manner. The basement door, however, was 
firmly locked, so the trio placed the barrel in a broom 
closet, set the timer, and, apprehensive, fled back to the 
truck. 


1850 HOURS 
28 OCTOBER 2004 
MAIN GALLEY, RDF ACADEMY 


"Well, it’s about time", Ellen’s uncle said with a 
_ broad smile as the stewards placed the steaming plates 
down in front of them. Lisa and Ellen attacked the food 
instantly. As Lisa took her first bite, she realized that 
not only was the silverware actually silver, but it was the 
exact same brand that she had used at home, easily 
identified by the diamond embossed on the upper 
handle. This relic of home, try as she might to avoid 
them, brought back a flood of memories of her father, a 
painful reminder of his absence. She chocked in 
surprise, inhaling a bite of pasta in the process. 

Ellen looked over, concerned, as Lisa continued to 
hack. "Lisa, you okay?” she asked. 

Lisa looked up, and between coughs, said “Yeah, 
I’m fine." She stood, pushed in her chair, and excused 
herself. "Just a minute, I’m going to get a breath of fresh 
air." She turned, still coughing, and walked across the 
room. 

Ellen exchanged worried glances with her mother, 
then got up and followed her friend. She reached the 
door only a moment after Lisa had, and it shut behind 
them with a heavy clang, cutting off the murmurs of 
conversation from inside. 

Ellen asked, “Hey Lisa, what’s up? You alright?" 

Lisa forced herself to smile. “Yes, I’m okay. Some 
of my lasagna went down the wrong tube. The fresh air 
helps me stop coughing, see?” And, indeed, she had. 

Ellen considered this for a moment as the cold wind 
whipped past them. “Well, okay. Listen, I’m going to 
run back to the room for a second; I forgot some pictures 
that I want to show mom. Meet you back inside?" She 
looked on questioningly until Lisa nodded her 
agreement, then stuck her hands in her pockets, turned, 
and ran towards the large building silhouetted black 
against the midnight blue sky. 

Lisa decided she would walk around the building 
once before going back inside. The night air was chilly 
and the brisk wind brought it down even further, but Lisa 
had spent much of her childhood on the frozen lake 
behind her house or sledding on the long, gentle, 
birch-dotted hills of her estate. The birches were her 
only companions on the hills, save for the watchful old 
head gardener, who had little else to do during the biting 
cold New England winters and was left to watch the 
quiet girl by her fragile mother, who always fled to the 
tropics at the first frost, and who would not return until 
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April or sometimes May. But Lisa always stayed 
behind. There was a beauty in the stark silence of those 
naked birches that she loved; there was a special warmth 
in curling up beside the crackling fire; there was a 
certain magic in seeing the first shoots of spring that 
always kept her there. 

And she did the same now as she had done then to 
deal with the cold - simply tune it out and think warm 
thoughts. She turned the first corner of the building, 
looked up, and stopped. Mars was clearly visible 
directly above her, a tiny point of cold red light hanging 
in the dark velvet sky. That’s where she would be going 
in a few weeks, headed for her Karl. She wondered if he 
wasn’t looking down on her even now, thinking these 
same thoughts. Without realizing it, she spoke his name 
quietly and smiled as a stream of pleasant memories 
bubbled through her mind. 

Her reminisces were rudely brought to a halt by a 
harsh grating noise around the corner, as if a rusty door 
being shut. She winced at the high-pitched squeak and 
quickly took two or three steps to round the next comer, 
to see only the catering truck sitting there in the 
darkness. 

Well, she thought, isn’t that peculiar, and as she 
moved forward along the wall to investigate, she passed 
the door to the kitchen and heard voices within. 

"Are you sure it’s set right?" 

"Yes", came the reply, “it should go off right after 
the one in the barracks, so we should hurry up and get 
outta here." 

Still somewhat confused, Lisa opened the door to 
confront these mysterious phantoms. She looked into 
the room and saw two men clothed in poorly-fitted 
chef’s suits peering into a cabinet at a large black drum. 
One of them had a silenced submachine gun held loosely 
in one hand, while his compatriot’s weapon was lying on 
the counter right next to Lisa. They turned, startled, to 
face the squeaking door, and Lisa. 

The room was dead silent for a full second as 
they stared at each other, and then the larger man 
reached a decision and fumbled to bring his weapon to 
bear and the smaller realized with obvious horror where 
he had left his. She moved on instinct. Since it was a 
military installation, all cadets were trained in small 
arms operations; Lisa, with no time to think, reacted 
instead. She grabbed the stubby black firearm in one 
hand, racked the bolt back in the other, and flipped the 
safety off with her thumb even as her index finger 
squeezed the trigger tight. 

The metallic noise of the weapons being cocked 
almost simultaneously rebounded through the room, but 
Lisa was faster by just enough. The muffled noise 
seemed comic as the gun jerked violently upwards with 
the recoil while Lisa swept it across the room. Blood 
fountained into the air as both men were struck several 
times in the midsection. The rest of the bullets pounded 
into the wall behind them, throwing out a spray of 
drywall and flakes of wallpaper. The short man was 
thrown over the open cabinet door to collapse in a 
crumpled mass in the corner. The taller, thicker man’s 
face contorted in rage and pain as he dropped to his 
knees. The submachine gun fell to the floor with a 
clatter and then he fell forward onto his face and into a 
rapidly expanding pool of his own blood with a wet 
thud. 

Lisa stood staring at the scene before her, hands 
shaking violently, her face registering unbelieving shock 
as she attempted to process what had just happened. Her 
motionless trance was broken as the man in the corner 
gurgled and coughed up his life in a bloody froth. 

She looked over in his direction, saw the digital 
timer on top of the barrel, and realized what was 
happening. She heard a door slam behind her and 
whirled to see, framed through the open kitchen 


doorway, the truck vanishing behind a cloud of rapidly 
dissipating exhaust. She stopped for a moment, unsure 
of what to do, then recalled what the man had said, and a 
look of terrible indecision spread across her delicate 
features, quickly replaced by an expression of hopeless 
resolve. Maybe there would be time for her to bet across 
the compound... 

She took several quick steps forward and kicked the 
door into the dining room open, sending it slamming into 
the wall with a loud bang. As a sea of curious faces 
turned towards her, she began to shoud: "EVER YBODY 
OUT! THERE IS A BOMB IN THE BUILDING! 
RUN!" 

A few people rose up out of their seats as a look of 
concern and a questioning buzz swept through the 
crowd. Lisa’s voice was filled with frustration as she 
repeated the waming. “THERE IS A BOMB IN THE 
KITCHEN! GET OUT OF HERE! GO!" To 
emphasize her point, she unloaded the rest of the 
magazine into the air, spraying it across the ceiling, 
throwing out a string of spent cartridges and bringing 
down a rain of plaster from above. Even as the people 
began to move out of the doorways, one elderly 
gentleman stood and took a last sip of his champaign 
before he turned to walk away. "GO! RUN!" Lisa 
screamed, her face livid, throwing down the submachine 
gun, which made a subdued rattle as it bounced across 
the carpeted floor. 

The mass of people finally began to run as panic 
took hold of them, spilling out of the building and 
haeading away from the courtyard, spreading out as they 
neared the chain-link fence, perhaps seventy-five meters 
distant, that marked the perimeter of the base. 

Lisa followed them out of the building but tumed on 
one eel as soon as she cleared the doorway and broke 
into a dead run for the barracks. Twenty-five meters, 
and perhaps five seconds, later, they and ops/admin both 
disappeared in a thunderous roar, followed almost 
immediately by the galley. The blasts broke every 
window on the base and hurled Lisa to the ground and 
into dark oblivion. Bits of concrete, wood, and glass, 
silouetted against the expanding orange fireballs rained 
down upon the fleeing crowd, causing hundreds of 
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minor injuires. The mushroom clouds continued to rise, 
collapsing in on themselves and forming dark columns 
of black smoke rising into the night sky. 


0800 HOURS 
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RDF ACADEMY, LAKE MICHIGAN DISTRICT 


The wreckage had mostly been cleared away, but the 
charred remains of the buildings still smoldered, sending 
tendrils of whitish smoke curling into the cold, crisp 
morning air. 

The sky was slate gray, blanketed with thick clouds 
that rolled slowly, indifferently, above the somber 
proceedings below. 

Material damage was high - estimated at several 
million dollars - but the cost in human life had been 
phenomenally low; in fact, only one person, a graduate, 
had been killed. This was partially due to the fact that 
many of the staff and students had already left for the 
summer, so the academy’s population was down, but it 
was due mostly to the clear thinking and quick actions of 
cadet - no, Third Lieutenant - Lisa Hayes, who now 
stood at attention in the center of the compound, in the 
midst of the shattered buildings, flanked by her 
classmates. In front of her stood most of the flag 
officers of the RDF, including her father, to honor her 
for her actions. The man presenting the awards was in 
his fifties, potbellied and balding. As he droned on, Lisa 
barely noticed him as she stared off into nothing, beyond 
the Admirals, beyond the wreckage, across the dark 
waters of the lake, which were capped with dirty white 
smudges. The rolling waters stretched out to the 
horizon, lost in far away mists. He was concluding, 
happy to present her with these commendations for 
“\..bravery under fire..." 

A single tear slipped out of the corner of her eye and 
rolled down her face. It left a biting cold trail on her soft 
cheek and then dropped onto the dead grass below. The 
grass was victim of the first thick white frost which had 
fallen the night before, the first of the winter, which 
promised to be a long, harsh one. A 
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NEWS & REVIEWS: 


PA NEWS 


PA#8 was awfully late for the same 
reasons as always: I was at GenCon, we 
encountered several productions delays (the 
fact that I had to produce the Anime Shower 
Specia! and that I met a charming woman 
having the same interests in Sci-fi than me 
count in that too). PA #9 will be a little late 
too and it will probably be out at the same 
time than #10! Sorry but I promise that it will 
not happen next year... 


Speaking of GenCon, I can say that it is 
really the biggest gaming convention I had 
ever seen. Almost as big as WorldCon. I 
didn’t played much though (I’m not a big 
player) but I walked a lot in the streets of the 
beautiful Milwaukee, I talked to fans, assisted 
to several conferences, make some PR for 
Tanus and went to the Safe House, the best bar 
for spies! In conclusion: it was fun (mostly 
for the trip forth and back with the gang -- 
thanks guys!). 


Michel was not here in September 
because he was with the army in a 
"pacification mission" at Oka. I am sure you 
heard about this little amerindian rebellion 
that occured in Québec at the end of the 
summer. I won’t talk much about it because I 
don’t like politics. Nevertheless, I think that 
both parties had wrongs in this debate: the 
claims of the amerindians are legitimate but 
taking arms is never a solution (as Asimov 
said: “violence is the last resort of 
incompetence") and the Canadian government 
was very sloppy in this. I am sure that the 
amerindians will have the recognition as a 
mation in the future (as for the 
French-Canadians). It will be among the 
winnings of the 90s. When an idea is widely 
accepted in sci-fi literature, it is a reality in 
the making (like Jules Verne talking about 
submarines and travelling to the moon); and 
the amerindians rights are clearly debated in 
books like RPG Shadowrun or the comic 
book Give me Liberty 2: Travel & 
Entertainment. (This was NOT an editorial...) 


As I have promised several issues ago, 
here is the REAL meaning of protoculture: 
“An anticipatory or fragmentary culture, as 
among some anthropoids". This definition is 
taken from Dictionary of Anthropology, Ch. 
Winick. New York, Philosophical Library, 
1956. p. 440. This does not mean that we are 
monkeys but it goes along with the definition 
T have given earlier (in issue #1, I think) 
relating science-fiction with protoculture, as a 
primitive culture, a culture in the making. 
That is the wider meaning of "Protoculture 
Addicts"... 


Check for our Anime Shower Special 
(released in October) and for our new 
products coming for next year: Poster-Zine 


(#1 probably in January), The Gates of} 
Pandragon (#1 in March), and of course the 3 


NEW Protoculture Addicts. It will be THE 
Anime & Manga Fan Magazine with a better 
page-setting and a new look. It will still 
features fan letters, club news, lyrics, fan art, 
RPG rules, interviews, articles, short stories, 
and comics but on every anime or manga (not 
only Robotech). There will be also design 
sheets, synopses and more news & reviews. 
All this bi-monthly. 


Next year PA will be available ONLY in 
comic book stores. Nevertheless, a limited 
subscription service will be offered only for 
those who can’t find it in store. This special 
subscription (one year/ 6 issues) will be send 


by first class mail to avoid the long delay of % 
the second class (we received lot of 


complains about it!) but will cost more: $18 
US, $21 CAN and $24 US outside North 


America. Back issues will be available at $3 
US, $3.50 CAN and $4 US outside North 
America (P&H included). All checks or 
money orders must now be drawn to Janus 
Publications. 


There is few changes in our staff: Jean 
Carriéres in now editor and Yvon Maillé Ir. is 
back as the News & Reviews editor. We are 
still looking for contributors: articles, news, 
reviews, art (any characters/mecha from any 
anime/manga). Ianus is also looking for 
writers and artists to produce comic book 
projects. 

Great news for us, bad news for fans: 
ALL previous issues of Protoculture Addicts 
are SOLD OUT save #8!!! 


NEXT ISSUE (#10) will be a special 
fan articles. Look for it in your favorite comic 
book shop around mid-December. 

Claude J. Pelletier 


ROBOTECH NEWS 


C/FO CELEBRATES 
ROBOTECH’S 5th ANNIVERSARY 


LOS ANGELES -Recently, the 
C/FO held its 155th meeting in 
Torrance, California. The C/FO 
(Cartoon/Fantasy Organization) of 
greater Los Angeles, helped celebrate 
the 5th anniversary of Robotech’s 
broadcasting debut in the United States. 
The meeting drew over 80 people. On 
display, there were some Robotech 
memorabilia such as the Robotech 
comics and some cells from the original 
Sentinels video. The guest speaker at 


‘this meeting was none other than the 


producer of Robotech, CARL MACEK 
and his wife Svea. Carl also brought 
along some free Laputa posters. There 
was also a cake decorated with the 
design of the SDF-1. 

At the meeting, the C/FO showed 
one each of the original Japanese 
episodes of MACROSS, SOUTHERN 
CROSS, and MOSPEADA. They also 
showed an episode of Robotech, so the 
audience could get an idea of what the 
originals were like and to show the 
difference between the Japanese 
versions and the westernized versions. 

Carl answered questions on what he 
did when he worked on Robotech the 
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TV series and the ill-fated movie. He 
also brought a letter from the people of 
Tatsunoko Studios, explaining that they 
(Tatsunoko) understood what he was 
doing to the original series and that they 
were more than happy fo help oué with 
the production of the Sentinels. Carl 
even showed some pre-production 
drawings to some of the mecha and 
armour that were never used in the 
original SOUTHERN CROSS episodes. 
They were modified so that they could 
be used in the Sentinels. Since the 
Sentinels never materialized, some of 
the designs wound up in the Japanese 
animated series ZILLION. 

Carl also talked about his latest 
venture in the Japanese Animation 
medium. He has distributed AKIRA in 
theatres nationwide, which is doing well 
for a movie of its type. His latest project 
is the re-dubbing and distribution of 
LENSMAN the movie. This movie was 
originally dubbed at Harmony Gold, but 
was edited and the original score 
replaced in favor of the Harmony Gold 
music. Carl’s plans are to add the 
missing footage and original score back 
to the movie and ready it for summer 
release. Carl also asked the attendees 
for their favorite Japanese Animated 
movies that they would like to see in 
theatres. 

Carl brought in the original 
Sentinels episode #1. This was the 
original 30 minute TV story as it was 
conceived. The showing almost never 
materialized because the copy was on 
Beta format not VHS. Fortunately, a 
Beta machine was located and hooked 
up just in time for the scheduled 
showing. There was no sound on this 
particular video, so Carl did some 
narration as to what went on with the 
story. The original first episode pretty 
much followed the comic and novel. 

To top off the meeting, the guest of 
honor Carl Macek did the cutting of the 
anniversary cake. Rounding out the day | 
was a raffle and the prizes were some 
special issues of comics from Eternity 
of LENSMAN and ROBOTECH II 
THE SENTINELS. 

Don Yee 


NEW GENERATION TAPES! 


INVID -- THE NEW GENERA- 
TION (MOSPEADA) AVAILABLE 
ON VIDEO TAPES FROM PALLA- 
DIUM BOOKS. Beginning this fall, 
Palladium Books will be releasing the 
famous and seldom seen Invid episodes 
of Robotech. Each tape will contains 
three (3) complete episodes. Eight tapes 
in the series. Suggested retail price will 
be $29.95 US each. A new tape will be 
released each two or three months. 
Watch for them late Fall!!! (Palladium 
Books) 

CIP 


PALLADIUM 


Released especially for the Gen-Con® 
1990 game fair was the new role-playing 
game by Palladium: Rifts. It is a general game 
compatible with Robotech™, T.M.N.T.®, 
Heroes Unlimited™, Beyond the 
Supernatural™, Ninjas & Superspies™, The 
Mechanoids™, etc. There will be a review in 
next issue of P.A. 

A revised edition for Ninjas & 
Superspies is coming soon. 

T.M.N.T., one of the strongest titles of 
Palladium, will see a new sourcebook called 
Mutants in Avafon and an accessory pack 
containing two game shields and a scenario. 

Beyond the Supernatural is also gaining 
a sourcebook named Boxed Nighumares, to be 
release tentatively for the Halloween period. 

Important news: Palladium has changed 
Marketing Director. Jeffrey Gomez has 
resigned, going back to New York City. 

YM 


MISCELLANEOUS 
BATTLETECH CENTER 


Most of the anime we are watching 
have one thing in common: the use of 
those giant robots, perfect machines, 
human-like, controlling the battlefield 
through their immense firepower and 
surprising agility for their sixty tons or 
more of weight. Everyone of us have 
fantasized piloting one of those 
machines, and now it is possible nght 
here on Earth, through what is called the 
Battletech Center. 

Based on the role-playing game 
that is using mechs from various series 
like Robotech and Crusher Joe, it has 
the same system: your robot is a very 
complex machine with firepower that 
would make a tank blush with envy. 
And the creators have respected this 
with almost a hundred switches, two 
screens, two pedals, a speed lever, and a 
joystick. Which brings to our mind the 
expression we wanted to hear: Virtual 
Reality. They can create anything you 
wish on this battlefield, including the 
time of the day! 

The Battletech Center is located in 
the North Pier, in Chicago, a mall with 
about fifty stores. It is on the second 
floor that you will start to see the 
awesome installation there is. Your first 
glimpse is going to be the large chunk 
of metal in the front window display: a 
mechs arm, battered, burned and cut by 
laser! What a start! The next thing you 
see are those TV broadcast from an 
unknown place, telling you the latest 
news in the Inner Sphere (the part of the 
galaxy involved in the game, centered 
around Earth): from the most recent 
attempted invasion of the Capellan 
Confederation by the Federated Suns to 


the production of mechs. This preview 
is to put you in the mood for the game, 
meaning "Do not see this as a cheap 
arcade game but rather as a real 
encounter in this real world!" The 
personnel serving you have shirts with 
their name and rank on them, the walls 
have drawing fitting to the machines, 
and the central room where the game is 
played resembles a parking lot for 
mechs! 

To start playing, you will first have 
to form your team; the game pits two 
teams of four players against each other 
(although while we were there, due to a 
glitch in the system, it was three against 
three). Then you must choose your 
mech, there are four mechs and each of 
them has four versions. So you can 
select a heavy mech with the most 
firepower or the same model but with 
more speed. Your choices are then 
entered in the computer with the setting 
you wished. From then, you will be able 
to see your opponent’s mechs, and start 
talking strategy and tactics. It is very 
recommended that you buy the manual, 
offered at the entrance on the Center, so 
that you don’t loose much time learning 
all the commands offered to you, 
because the next step is to pilot one of 
those mechs. 

Each of the cockpits from where 
you are going to hammer your friends to 
pulp has your name on top, so that each 
of you has the mech you wanted. When 
you enter your booth, you should close 
the canopy over you to give yourself the 
feeling of the mech. The main screen is 
only giving you a drawing of a closed 
hangar bay door. Then the door opens 
and you are now on the ground in your 
mech. 

You should, at this point, set your 
mech to your liking. Which mean 
reorganizing all the screens and the 
firing buttons. Like I said, it is a very 
complex machine and this is reflected in 
the hundred or so commands. From 
scanning radar to infra-red sight, 
everything is in your hands. Look at the 
design of the cockpit, and have fun 
trying to remember what is where! You 
will understand why there is a booklet 
available for you and why this is 
considered a virtual reality game. Don’t 
worry though, you will need two or 
three games to fully get the feeling of 
your surroundings and your cockpit. 

The graphics in the game are 
absolutely astounding, with full 
ray-tracing and a very fast response! 
Each BattleTech Center cockpit 
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contains 32Mb of RAM and 26 
proprietary PC boards, which make up 
the graphics, sound, and cockpit control 
systems. The computer communicates 
with the other cockpits via a local area 
network. The cockpits’ main screen can 
display 200 3D objects, in real-time, 
usind a maximum of 64000 colours on 
that 25 inches colour monitor at any one 
time. 


Pomary Screen: 

* Graphics Processor: 34010 at 40Mhz 

* Theorical through-put: 400 nanoseconds per 
pixel 

* Practical through-put: 200 “arted" images in 
real time 

* Screen resolution: 320 x 200 

* Max. colours on screen: 

* Total colour palette: 16 000 000 colours 

* System memory: 34.5 Mb of RAM, expan- 
dable to 130.5 Mb 

* Graphics in memory: 19000 


Secondary Screen: 

* Game & graphics processor: 68010 at 7Mhz 

* Screen resolution: 320 x 200 

* Colours per screen: 16 

* Total colour palette:4096(This screen is a 
modified Amigacomputer! (A wright!)) 


Sound System: 

* Processor:6809 

* Digital samplers: ADPCM and PCM format 
* Channels: 20 

* Watts per channel: 63 

* Memory: 420K RAM 


For the moment, it is the only place 
with such a system, though M. Gerald 
Stenson Jr, manager of the BattleTech 
Center, told us that others should be 
coming soon. The next one is rumored 
to be in Los Angeles, and another one in 
Las Vegas. The fee to play such games 
are for the moment subject to change 
since the system is so recent. At the 
time of this wrtiting, it is $6.00 for a 
half-hour game during the week, $7.00 
after 18h00 and $8.00 during the 
week-ends. It is possible to reserve 
places in advance for those of you 
coming from out of town. 

As far as I am concerned, this 
game ought to be tried at least once to 
get the awesome feeling of piloting 
such a machine. With new modules 
coming out like Renegade Legion 
(space-fighters combat), M-1 tanks, 
F-16 or F-15, etc., this new type of 
arcade game should be more and more 
popular and be seen everywhere. This is 
the future right now! Right out of 
Megazone 23 part III! 

YM 


COCKPIT 
CONTROLS 


4) Throttle 

5) Foot Pedals 

6) Weapon Displays 

7) Overhead Console 

8) On Board Computer Message Corter 
9) Enadle/Disable Switches 

10) Radio Microphone: 

11) Heat Scale 

12) Screen Controls: 


ANIMATION 
ANIMAG #10 


Once again, Animag has released a 
tremendous issue, this one dedicated to 
all the fans of the famous Yamato 
series. First, there is the explanation of 
all the alternate time lines existing in 
the TV series, OVA, and movies. 
Followed by an in-depth look at the 
American version, Star Blazers, with 
the Argo. And, to complete the subject, 
an interview with the creator of the 
music of the original series. Yamato 
fans, don’t miss this one! 

Next: usual articles, this time on 
Gall Force and the very popular Mobile 
Police Patlabor| Right after the usually 
interesting editorial of Trish Ledoux, 
Animag is previewing [czer-3, the 
fourth chapter of Project A-Ko, the new 
1991 series of Gundam and Mosaica, by 
Kazuo Shioyama (Samourai Troopers 
& Votoms). 

YM 


ANIME GAME 


Seen in Dayton, Texas: Freedom 
Fighter, the latest release in video 
interactive game featuring scenes from 
the popular Galaxy Express 999. 
Joystick in your hand, your goal is to 
destroy the OverLord, killing anything 
in your way! (Animation Velocity, Jeff 
Robbins) 

YM 


ANIMEPLUS 


AnimePlus is a new magazine 
devoted to Japanese Animation. It 
features in-depth articles about movies 
and videos (both already released and 
upcoming features). This magazine is 
not limited to Japanese animation, 
however, it will look at animation from 
all over the world and have articles on 
creators, comic books, video gamess 
and more. The first issue is scheduled 
for August and will cost $3.50. 
(Animation Velocity) 

YM 


BIGGEST NEWS 


In the fanzine Scanners of August 
comes the greatest news, a new 
convention is coming in September 
1991, called AnimeCon ’91: The Anime 
& Manga Convention. Taking place at 
The Red Lion Hotel, San Jose, 
California, with guests of honor like 
Leiji Matsumoto (Captain Harlock, 
Queen Millenia), Katsuhiro Otomo 
(Akira), Johji Manabe (Oulanders), 
Haruhiko Mikimoto (Macross, 
Gunbuster), Toshio Okada (Gunbuster), 
Yoshiyuki Sadamoto (Wings of 
Oneamis, Secret of Blue Water) and 
Kenichi Sonoda (Gall Force, 
BubbleGum Crisis), this con is 
presented as the event of next year that 
must not be missed. There is also going 
to be many people (almost everybody) 
from the anime and manga industry in 
America, a film program featuring both 
16mm and 35mm anime on a big 
screen, and if that is not enough, two 
channels in the TV system of The Red 
Lion are going to run 24-hours-a-day of 
anime! And of course, the most 


dreaded things in a con (watch out for 
your wallet): an Art Show and a 
Dealers’ Room is going to ruin us all! 
For more information, write to 
AnimeCon ’91, 3145 Geary Blvd., Suite 
524, San Francisco, CA, 94118. And of 
course, P.A. will be there! 

YM 


GUNDAM NOVELS 


Gundam fans rejoice! The first 
Gundam novel has been released in 
September. It is written by Yoshiyuki 
Tomino, translated by Frederik L. 
Schodt and published by Ballantine/Del 
Rey Books. GUNDAM Mobile Suit 1: 
Awakening ($4.95 US / $5.95 CAN) is 
described in Advance Comics as “the 
first English language edition of the 
extraordinary science fiction saga that 
began as an animated TV series in 
Japan in 1979 -- and grew into a 
veritable industry of books, films, toys, 
and comics. The Gundam Mobile Suit is 
the prototype for all the realistic robots 
we've seen in the last decade. Highly 
recommended". I bet that we will now 
be able to understand what is happening 
in that famous story... Review in next 
issue of PA. 

CIP 


LOVELY ANGEL IN RPG... 


In the latest issue of Final Stop 
Andromeda, the statistics of our Lovely 
Angels have been given in various 
role-playing games. So for all of you RPG 
fan, check this out! Those statistics are for 
Star Wars -- The Role-Playing Game, Macho 
Women with Guns, Gurps, and my favorite, 
Mekton IT! In the next issue, watch for A-Ko, 
B-Ko and C-Ko. 

YM 


MADOX-01 


We have received the latest tape 
from AnimEigo (see previous issue). 
Called Metal Skin Panic - MADOX 01, 
it is a parody of most combat-armored 
anime. It first takes place in a city in 
ruins, where Kusomoto Elle defeats 
three tanks with her MADOX. Having 
bruised the ego of the Lt. Kilgore, she 
finds a terrible enemy in this macho 
tank driver. So as soon as the news of 
the loss of the MADOX is heard, he 
volunteer himself to bring it back, since 
it may well be in dangerous hands. 
Sujimoto Koji, having found the 
MADOX in his truck, tries to satisfy his 
curiosity by looking at what seems to be 
the latest release of the U.S. Army in 
tank warfare. Not having time to read 
the full manual, he finds himself 
trapped in the armor, just when he was 
supposed to have a date. Even though 
he is kinda overdressed, he tries to get 
to his girlfriend in the suit. As soon as 
the army, finds him, the automated 
weapon system in the MADOX kicks 
in, obliging the army to retaliate and 
Koji to think fast! She tries to get back 
her MADOX by using the previous 
prototype. Is the lieutnant Kilgore going 
to be able to destroy the MADOX for 
his satisfaction or is Elle going to stop 
him? 

A very good anime, to be taken as 


it is, a parody of all the other anime on 
the market involving robots. The story 
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is very simple and thus almost 
believable. Almost, since I wouldn’t be 
travelling downtown to see my 
girlfriend in a powersuit designed to kill 
and destroy!!! The animation itself is 
absolutely incredible, especially the first 
few minutes where we see a man 
wearing a battle armor in designing 
stage. The work done by the AnimEigo 
team is excellent, since almost nothing 
is lost in the translation and which can 
be read fast. You won’t miss the action 
trying to read the two paragraphs at the 
bottom of the screen! The dialogue is 
easy to read and does not cover too 
much of the screen. A big applause to 
them!! If you want more information 
about them, write to AnimEigo, P.O. 
Box 989, Wilmington NC 28402-0989 
USA. (See details in P.A #8) 

YM 


OVAs 


Again here are others releases in 
the field of OAVs: The Curse (horror 
story with vampires in a haunted 
mansion, 2 eps), Kyonyu Hunter (about 
a school girl who has a secret identity), 
the last of six-part Orange Road: 
Heart’s Stage called Hearts on fire!, 
Samuraider and a compilation of Lupin 
HL. (The Rose #22) 

YM 


R. TALSORIAN GAMES 


Another role-playing game out in the 
Gen-Con: the latest edition of the CyberPunk 
game was seen in the hands of hundred of 
fans of the genre. It packs more weapons, 
programs, skills, cyber-options and gadgets; 
followed by a new netrunner system with 
A.lI.s; and it is no more a boxed edition. Very 
very interesting. 

Still to come: Mekton Empire, for the 
real anime fans, and The Night City 
SourceBook, still for CyberPunk. 

YM 


STREAMLINE 


Streamline Pictures began releasing 
the feature length Japanese animated 
film, LENSMAN, to specialty theatres 
on Labor Day weekend August 31st, in 
Seattle (Neptune Theatre) and 
Washington D.C. (Biograph Theatre). 
The film will tour the country 
throughout the fall and winter. The 
current Lensman bookings are: 
CAMERA ONE, San Jose CO 
(10/26-11/08); SASHMILL Cinema, 
Santa Cruz CA (11/01-11/07); VOGUE 
Theater, Louisville KY (11/02-11/08); 
MOVIES, Cincinnati OH 
(11/06-11/26); CINEMA IN YOUR 
FACE, Salt Lake City UT 
(11/09-11/15); IRVING Theater, 
Indianapolis IN (11/30-12/06); TTVOLI, 
St. Louis MO (11/30-12/06); MUSIC 
BOX, Chicago IL (12/07-12/15); 
ACADEMY Theater, Honolulu HI 
(12/27-12/30). 


LENSMAN, adapted from the 
classic science fiction novels of E. E. 
"Doc" Smith, contains state of the art 
computer animation combined with 
traditional hand drawn cel animation. 


Streamline Pictures is 
continuing its city by city release of 
Katsuhiro Otomo’s feature animation, 
AKIRA. It will open exclusively in New 


York City, October 19th, at the New 
Film Forum Theatre. 


Judy Holm of C/FP Distribution 
Inc. announced that Akira is scheduled 
to open in Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto 
and Vancouver in October this year, 
followed by specialty runs in other 
Canadian cities. 

YM & CIP 


MANGA 
MANGA CAPSULES 


Hote! Harbour View is a very 
sophisticated comic with a strong story and a 
very accessible Japanese style art. It’s about 
Hong Kong and a man waiting to die in an 
hotel. This very film-noir style adult graphic 
novel has been released by Viz in October. 
$9.95 US. (CSN 170, CSN Fall Preview). 


Lensman: War of the Galaxies is a 
six-issue mini-series beginning in October at 
Eternity Comics ($1.95 US) and featuring 
more action for Kimball Kinnison. By 
O’Connor and Eldred. 


Lost Continent is a six-issue limited 
series by Akihiro Yamada (translation by 
Alan Gleason and Toren Smith) released in 
September at Eclipse Comics. It is definitely 
worthing a look. The story is very well 
constructed in a cinema-like style. The art is 
quite different from the usual manga. It’s 
about lost nations (with sabretooth tigers and 
Pterodactyls?), government plots and 
strangely powered beings. 64 pgs, B&W, 
$3.50 US/ $4.25 CAN. (Eclipse Extra/CSN 
170/CSN Fall Preview) 


Manga Monthly #1. This new B&W 
anthology features four separate 
manga-inspired serials, each drawn by Tim 
Tyler (Dreadstar, Zero Tolerance). Serial 
include "Wardog", a SF/Robot story; 
"Richard Quist: the Night Stalker", about a 
monster hunter in the future; "Gareth", a 
fantasy serial; and "ICE, Inc.", a Dirty 
Pair-inspired tale. 48 pgs, $3.50 US. In 
November from Fathom Press. (Diamond’s 
Previews). 


Metal Bikini is a manga-like comic by 
Jason Waltrip (Robotech H: The Sentinels). It 
is an Original series about a bikini battle suit 
(!) which seems to work only with the 
heroine, Kenji. But the government is looking 
after it for military application! Began in 
September at Eternity. $2.25. (CSN Fall 
Preview). 


Ninja High School Yearbook 1990 by 
Antarctic Press. 64 pages of material 
contributed by fans along with a new story by 
Ben Dunn. In November. $3.25 US. (CSN 
Fall Preview). 

CIP 


MANGATIN 


There are lot of publishers out there 
who are offering Manga translations 
reformated for American comics fans; 
that’s not what Mangajin is doing, 
though. Instead, the publisher of 
Mangajin are offering Japanese Manga 
in Japanese, accompanied by English 
translations and cultural notes to help 
explain the manga they accompany. The 
first issue of Mangajin, on sale in 
September, featured What’s Michael by 
Makoto Kobayashi, Tanaka-kun by 
Hiroshi Tanaka, Hotel Part 1 by 
Ishinomori Shotaro, and political 
cartoons by Yoshile Goda; it also 
featured articles, columns, puzzles, 
books reviews, and more. Each issue of 
Mangayjin is priced at $4.50 US / $5.75 


CAN. (From: Comic Shop News #168). 
Issue #2 of this magazine, the 
purpose of which is to teach japanese to 
manga fans, (released at the same time 
than #1) features: “Kanji, Kana & Brand 
Imejr', the results of the readers’ survey, 
some Q&A, classified ads, a basic 
Japanese section on the expression 
sumimasen, the vocabulary summary 
for this issue, some books reviews and 
more manga (What’s Michael, 
Jimi-Hen, Tanaka-kun, Hotel - part IT). 
One year subscription (10 issues) cost 
$30 US ($35 with a commemorative 
T-Shirt). Mangajin, P.O. Box 10443, 
Atlanta, GA 30319, USA. 
CIP 


VIZ 


Fans of Crying Freeman rejoice: 
the second part of the first series is 
coming out soon, followed by a poster 
reproducing the fantastic cover of 
Crying Freeman Part One #1 (available 
by October). Another second part is 
coming for the fans of horror: Horobi II. 


Scheduled for a September release, 
Viz’ first Spectrum Edition title will set 
the pace for both the quality and 
unusual content slated for Viz’ newest 
title imprint. Shion is a quasi-medieval 
tale of a wandering minstrel/swordsman 
who seeks a fantastic beast who has 
plagued his dreams and life since 
childhood. It has full-color covers 
protected by a vinyl slip-cover, 80 
interior black-and-white pages, and 
retails for $9.95 USA/ $14.95 CAN. 


Also in the Spectrum Edition is 
Hotel Harbour View, a hard-boiled 
classic taking place in Hong Kong. 
Mixing sex and death, it has the look of 
the Film Noir of the late forties and 
fifties. It will be approximately 96 
pages long with full-color covers, at the 
same price than Shion. 


Starting this November, Viz breaks 
into an area familiar to many readers: 
COLOR COMICS! The first offering in 
color will be Guahed, a three-issue 
mini-series published on a bi-monthly 
basis. Set in the early 21st century, it 
pits a group of rag-tag techno-bandits 
along with a lone Texas Ranger against 
the awesome threat of an evil computer 
intending to control the entire planet. 
The second offering is going to be the 
story of the infamous killer assassin 
Golgo 13, also in quality color, unlike 
the ones published by Lead Publishing 
Company. Guahed should be coming in 
the summer of 1991, while Golgo 13 
should be coming in the spring. Other 
color manga projects that Viz is 
seriously considering are Ranma 1/2, 
Fist of the North Star, Crying Freeman 
Part IT (May 1991), Buichi Terasawa’s 
Goku, as well as Yukinobu Hoshino’s 
(2001 Nights) other works. (Viz 
Comics) 

YM 


MANG Actuality 


The expected manga and manga-like 
publications for October, November and 
December: 


Antarctic Press: Mangazine #5-6 

Dark Horse: Outlanders #23-25 

Eclipse: Appleseed IV.1, Dirty Pair 1V.3-4; 
Lost Continent #2-4 

Epic: Akira #26-28 

Eternity: Captain Harlock #11-13; Captain 
Harlock Returns GN; Emeraldas #1-2; 
Galactic Patrol #4-6,; Lensman: War of 
the Galaxies #1-3; Mafcontents #11-12; 
Metal Bikini #1-3; Ninja High School 
#22-24; Sentinels 11.5-7; White Devil 
#5-6 

First: Lone Wolf & Cub #40-42 

Viz: 2001 Nights #4-6; Crying Freeman 
11.3-5; Cobra #9-11; Gunhed #1-2; 
Horobi#8-9;, Hotel Harbour View. 


Coe 


Freeman 


+ KAZUO KOIKE = + RYDICHI IKEGAM! 


Sil houedJes 
o. 
Desiruc tion 


Now, the entire 
ROBOTECH'/SENTINELS 
fleet of novels is 
available— 
and ready for action! 


ROBOTECH #1: Genesis —____—. ROBOTECH #9: The Final Nightmare 
ROBOTECH #2: Battle Cry —______ ROBOTECH #10: Invid Invasion 
ROBOTECH #3: Homecoming —______.. ROBOTECH #11: Metamorphosis 
ROBOTECH #4: Battlehymn —______ ROBOTECH #12: Symphony of Light 
ROBOTECH #5: Force of Arms —_______. SENTINELS #1: The Devil’s Hand 
ROBOTECH #6: Doomsday —___ SENTINELS #2: Dark Powers 
ROBOTECH #7: Southern Cross ________ SENTINELS #3: Death Dance 
ROBOTECH #8: Metal Fire —_____. SENTINELS #4: World Killers 
SENTINELS #5: Rubicon 


Please send me_____copy(ies) of the ROBOTECH/SENTINELS books 
checked above @ $2.95 each. Please add 69¢ for the first copy (plus 
30¢ for each additional copy) to cover postage and handling. My check 
or money order is enclosed for the amount of $_____. No cash or 
C.0.D’s, please. N.Y. State residents please add 81/4% sales tax. 


Name 
Address 
City 
Zip Code 


Mail order to: 

Ballantine Mail Sales, 8—4 
201 East 50th Street 
New York, NY 10022 


Allow at least 4 weeks for delivery 
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